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Prologue 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish volume five of Art € Eros 
Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring artists. The Art & 


Eros Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 

The theme of this edition is A Summer of Delight. 

Several Vancouver artists are featured in the edition including Stephanie and 
her rendition of Lady Lazarus. William Webster has sent us a submission 
from New York and Rose Lang from Paris. Ani Gavani has submitted some 
photographs. Some Enchanted Dolls are featured by Marina Bychkova, and 
we feature pencil and charcoal figurative art by Chris Lopresti of New York 
Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 


The Theme for the next volume is The Beauty of Heaven. 
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An Optical Illusion ... What do you See? 


The philosopher who wanted to prove he did not exist ... 


You heard the tale of the philosopher who wanted to prove he did not 


exist 
No I haven’t ... 


He stepped out into traffic and was run over by a bus! 
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New Works 
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Stephanie Interprets the Poem Lady Lazarus by Sylvia Plath 


[Vancouver] As a submission to the Intercompetition 2021 Photography and 
Literature call Word und Bilt Stephanie performed an interpretation of the 


poem Lady Lazarus by Sylvia Plath ... 


First Stephanie chose a poem, then she needed a red dress ... which she 


borrowed from the drama department of her schoo! ... 


It was a bit tight for her, so we closed the back with a safety pin (don’t look). 
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We painted her arms and back blue, as she held the dress close to her heart. 


The blue is to signify the nearness of death ... 


Then Stephanie performed a dance to the cadence of the poem Lady Lazarus 


spoken by Sylvia Plath herself! 
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And when her performance was over ... Stephanie danced around a fire ... 


You can enjoy Stephanie”s performance at: 


https: //www.youtube.com/watch?v=hFkRAbyPxhs 
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A Beauty and her feathers 


Be careful when you pluck those feathers ... 
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Lady Lazarus by Sylvia Plath 


I have done it again. 
One year in every ten 


I manage it 


A sort of walking miracle, my skin 
Bright as a Nazi lampshade, 
My right foot 


A paperweight, 
My face a featureless, fine 


Jew linen. 


Peel off the napkin 
O my enemy. 


Do I terrify?— 


The nose, the eye pits, the full set of teeth? 
The sour breath 


Will vanish in a day. 
Soon, soon the flesh 


The grave cave ate will be 


At home on me 
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And I a smiling woman. 
I am only thirty. 


And like the cat I have nine times to die. 


This is Number Three. 
What a trash 


To annihilate each decade. 
What a million filaments. 
The peanut-crunching crowd 


Shoves in to see 


Them unwrap me hand and foot 


The big strip tease. 


Gentlemen, ladies 


These are my hands 
My knees. 


I may be skin and bone, 


Nevertheless, I am the same, identical woman. 
The first time 1t happened I was ten. 


It was an accident. 


The second time I meant 


To last 1t out and not come back at all. 
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I rocked shut 


As a seashell. 
They had to call and call 
And pick the worms off me like sticky pearls. 


Dying 
Is an art, like everything else. 


I do it exceptionally well. 


I do it so it feels like hell. 
I do it so it feels real. 


I guess you could say I’ve a call. 


It’s easy enough to do it in a cell. 
It’s easy enough to do it and stay put. 
It’s the theatrical 


Comeback in broad day 
To the same place, the same face, the same brute 


Amused shout: 


‘A miracle!’ 
That knocks me out. 


There is a charge 
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For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge 


For the hearing of my heart 
It really goes. 


And there is a charge, a very large charge 
For a word or a touch 


Or a bit of blood 


Or a piece of my hair or my clothes. 
So, so, Herr Doktor. 


So, Herr Enemy. 


I am your opus, 
I am your valuable, 


The pure gold baby 


That melts to a shriek. 
I turn and burn. 


Do not think I underestimate your great concern. 


Ash, ash— 


You poke and stir. 


Flesh, bone, there is nothing there 


A cake of soap, 
A wedding ring, 
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A gold filling. 


Herr God, Herr Lucifer 
Beware 


Beware. 


Out of the ash 
I rise with my red hair 


And I eat men like air. 
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Josephine Baker in her feathers, Berlin, 1920’s 
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Surrealist Female Monsters by Sylvie Pantalacci 


According to Gerard Durozoi and Bernard Charbonnier, surrealist ethics are 
based on two phenomena that gathered momentum as world movements at 
the beginning of the twentieth century, the emancipation of women and the 
continuing development of a science of the unconscious. ' Since either had 
the potential to change the established moral and social values of their 
contemporary society, the surrealists viewed both phenomena as 
Revolutionary. And both had other common elements: Women's demands 
included the right to sexual freedom, and psychoanalysis was the first 
intellectual movement to stress the importance of erotic desire in everyday 
life. The combination of these two revolutionary ideas led the surrealists to a 
new view of women. The traditional dichotomy, virgin or prostitute, was 


replaced by another dichotomy, child-woman or femme fatale.” 


According to surrealist theory, the child-woman is a wonderful fairy, a 
mediatrix whose essential function is to lead man to a higher state of 
knowledge and happiness. But she cannot fulfill this function unaided: 
Unaware of her power, intuitive (a female quality) but not analytical (a male 
quality), she must wait for the man in her life who will reveal to her ... her 
extraordinary capabilities.? Xavidre Gauthier notes the contradiction 
inherent in a so-called revolutionary theory that considers a woman to be a 
child, and thus places her in such a traditional state of dependency. * In this 
male vision of the cosmic roles of man and woman, man is the instigator of 
woman's emancipation, which is to serve his ends, effect his salvation. 


Another reactionary aspect of this surrealist concept is a complete 
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sacralization of women reminiscent of the Catholic concept of the Virgin 


Mary. 


The negative side of this surrealist dichotomy is the femme fatale, the 
woman whose sexuality attracts and destroys men. This image too remains 
almost identical to one view of women held for centuries by the Catholic 
Church, and reveals the same fear of a female behavior that does not fit the 
established patriarchal pattern of right and wrong. In theory, as in artworks 
springing from this theory, the image of woman is a dichotomy whose 


opposite sides each reveal a deeply reactionary perception of sex roles. 


While the "positive" image of the child-woman is elaborated more 
frequently in theoretical and poetic works, the femme fatale is more often 
portrayed in surrealist paintings. ° Rene Magritte's La Gácheuse and 
L’Espirit de la géométrie, Salvador Dali's cover for Minotaure No. 8, and 
Joan Miro's Téte de femme similarly demonstrate the surrealists' negative 
image of the femme fatale by depicting frightening, monstrous heads 
appended (usually) to attractive female bodies. These paintings were created 
in the 1930s — when, after several years of internal conflicts and crises, the 
surrealist movement attained a theoretic stability and established more 
widely accepted definitions with the second Manifeste du Surrealisme, the 
departure of such dissident members as Robert Desnos, Jacques Prévert, and 
Louis Aragon, and the arrival of Dali, Louis Bunuel, and others. Such 
expression of fear and hatred of woman in art is not limited to this decade; it 
is an age-old, recurrent theme that will be developed or reused later tby the 


surrealist painters and other artists. But the essential strength of the 
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surrealists of the 1930s lay in their innovative and conscious depiction of 
desires and phantasms identified as such by the artist-and presented as such 
to the viewer-through the application of psychoanalytic theory to the work' 
Similar material up to that time had been considered relevant only to the 
analysis of dreams and madness. The surrealists intended through their 
imagery to send a message from their unconscious to that of their audience 
through such a well-controlled, technically refined artistic vehicle as, for 


example, Dali's paranoiac-critical method. 


For this reason, reference to the Freudian method of dream interpretation 1s 
appropriate for the analysis of these surrealist works. The monstrosity of the 
women represented in these paintings lies in the simultaneous presence of 
contradictory elements, some attractive-nude breasts or legs, seductive poses 
and others repulsive and/or threatening. Freud notes that it is the "custom" of 
dreams "to take both members of an alternative into the same content, as 
though they had an equal right to be there," and to ignore "antithesis" and 


tg 7 
"contradiction." 


In applying the same principle visually, surrealist art can 
illustrate a mechanism operating exclusively within the domain of the 
unconscious, one whose rules allow for an irrational twisting of meanings 
and the violation of classically accepted logical formulation; thus, for 
example, contrary to Aristotle's law of the excluded middle, a depicted 


object could have both female and non-female elements at the same time. 


A common detail among these selected paintings, the representation of nude 
breasts, emphasizes woman's maternal aspect; some works do not even show 


the full body, but truncate it under the chest (Magritte's La Gácheuse and 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 20 Summer 2021 


and L 'Espirit de la géométrie, Miro's Tête de femme). Magritte's L’Espirit de 
la géométrie (Fig. 1, 1937) represents a typical mother and baby 


composition, the woman holding her infant in her arms. 


Fig.1: Rene Margritte L’Espirit de la géométrie, 1937 


However, the painting shocks the viewer by placing the heads on the wrong 
bodies; the concomitant inversion of proportions (the juxtaposition of the 
enormous, bald baby's head and the small, longhaired mother's head) also 
suggests an inversion of roles, that the child protects and nurtures the 
helpless adult. This radical inversion corresponds to another inversion 
recognized in psychoanalytic theory, the transformation of the powerful, 
good, nurturing, mother (the good phallic mother) into a terrifying mother 


who overfeeds her baby (the bad phallic motherl.* This inversion could also 
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express a phantasm of reversed orality in which the nurturing mother is 
transformed into a monster who will eat her child, a recurrent theme in 


mythology. 


Fig.2: Rene Margritte La Gácheuse, 1935 


Another element common to these pictures and related to the motif of orality 
is the emphasis Miro, Magritte, and Dali give to teeth. Teeth may symbolize 
different phantasms depending on their contexts. For a child in the oral 
phase, they can be reassuring within the context of the phallic mother, who 
is perceived as phallic because the child assimilates the tip of the breast as a 
penetrating penis during lactation. The phallic mother can also be perceived 
negatively, as distressing, when she overwhelms by force-feeding her baby; 


the child can then use teeth as defensive weapons to stop this unpleasant 
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situation. Teeth may sometimes be phallic symbols of fertility, but they are 
usually associated with fear of castration. The skull's teeth in La Gácheuse 
(Fig. 2, 1935) look as sharp as a guillotine. The title of this painting ("the 
spoiler," "the troublemaker") suggests that Death, the despoiler, supplants 
beauty and love; but it could also imply that destruction is a corollary of 


love, that there is a castrator in every woman.” 


Fig.3: Joan Miro Téte de femme, 1938 


In Miro's Téte de femme (Fig. 3, 1938), as in Dali's Minotaure, the phallic 
shape of the threatening mouth (beak or muzzle) can evoke fear of 
castration. Miro's painting recalls Max Ernst's L'Ange du foyer (Fig. 4: 
1937), which represents a monstrous creature dancing. Her mouth is another 
beak with teeth, and her arms are raised in the same movement. Either figure 
would probably grab and devour an unfortunate passerby. Dali's monster is 


even more terrifying. Even though the body's attitude is seductive, the 
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image's central point of focus, the groin, is guarded by a castrating, snappish 
lobster that hangs above the genital area to forbid any sexual approach. This 
is a representation of a common phantasm, the vagina dentate: Robert 
Gessain notes that some are fearful that sexual penetration can lead to 
castration because of teeth (or razor blades, etc.) concealed within a 


woman's gentialia. ° 


Fig.4: Max Ernst L'Ange du foyer, 1937 


The vagina dentata is also suggested by the interchange of higher and lower 
parts of the body, such as a mouth with teeth for a vagina. In Magritte's The 
Rape (Fig. 5), parts of the female body constitute the woman's face: Breast, 


navel, and pubic hair represent the eyes, nose, and mouth. 


The image of woman in these paintings is neither flattering nor original. The 


paintings convey to various degrees a common vagina dentata phantasm, a 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 24 Summer 2021 


particular aspect of the castration complex. Yet such paintings sometimes 
present a temporary relief from this fear by immobilizing the woman's 


sexuality. 


Fig.5: Rene Margritte The Rape, 1945 


This is especially evident in Magritte's L'Invention collective (Fig.6: 1934). 
The creature stranded on the shore appears to be the contrary of a mermaid: 
The upper part of her body is that of a fish; the lower part is human. She just 
lies on the sand, completely helpless. In that respect she is a surrealist 
collective invention rendered passive-as well as repulsive-by an incorrect 
mythological rearrangement. Another example of the painting immobilizing 
woman's sexuality is Brauner's La Ville. A staring woman dressed in black 


seems to float in the air; light falls on her face, breast, and genitalia, 
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emphasizing her womanhood. But the little snake-spermatozoid in the 
painting does not dance in front of her; it is attracted instead by another, 
(h)armless, sleeping female. Here, active female sexuality is acknowledged 
but remains somehow unenticing because of its dangerous absence of 
controls; the less threatening female figure, asleep and literally disarmed, is 


preferred. 


Fig.6: Rene Margritte L'Invention collective, 1934 


According to Gessain, the interest of the vagina dentata myth lies in its 
initiatic strength: Through confronting it, one can dominate this fear and 
reach a good understanding of woman. '' But this positive phase does not 
seem to have been reached within these paintings per se: The female 
surrealist monster, either dangerous or crippled, is alienated from and by 
male painters. As in the traditional ideologies whose reactionary attitudes the 


surrealists ironically reproduce, any productive association with this 
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monstrous "other" and its different sexuality remains impossible at the 


Practical level. 


NOTES 

1. Gerard Durozoi and Bernard Charbonnier, Le Surréalisme: théories, 
themes, techniques (Paris: Larousse, 1972), p. 175' 

2.R.Short,"Eros and Surrealism," in The Erotic Arts. ed. Peter Webb 
(Boston: New York Graphic Society, 1975), pp. 254-255' 

3. Robert Benayoun, Erotique du Surréalisme (Paris: Pauvert, 1965), pp.162- 
174. 

4. Xavidre Gauthier, Surréalisme et sexualité (Paris:Gallimard,1971) pp. 111, 
149-151. 

5. Ibid., pp. 145-155. 

5. Ibid., pp. 331-333 

7. Sigmund Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams (New York: Random 
House, 1950), pP. 207-208. 

8.Robert Gessain, "Vagina Dentata dans la Clinique et la Mythologie," La 
Psychoanalyse 3 (1957):277' 

9. Ibid., PP.249-250' 

10. Ibid., pp. 294,265. 

11. Ibid., p. 293. 


{First published in the book, Eros in the Mind 's Eye, 1986) 
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The Women of the Haller Review, Berlin 1926 
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Hollywood Couldn't Make This Up by William Webster 


(Editor's Warning: after reading this story, you might want to start looking 
under your bed before you turn off the lights at night, and lock the door to 


your closet.). 


[New York] I admit Hollywood sometimes scrapes the bottom of the barrel, 


but even Hollywood couldn’t make this story line up. 


In the city of kink and crazies ... Vancouver ... a law suit is pending in front 
of the Supreme Court of Westminster between a BDSM DarK LorD — a 
Lord Braven (a.k.a. as Seann Lyncaster) who is suing the directors of the 
Metro Vancouver Kink Society because they had published an open letter 
and had two town halls alleging wrongdoing in the dungeon basement of his 
Burnaby home which the DarK LorD calls Braven Manor. Seann Lyncaster 


is suing a half-dozen people at MVK for defamation of character. 


When I first read of this news story the first thing that come to mind was ... 
I wondered if running a dungeon is an allowed zoning use in a residential 
neighborhood in Vancouver? Here in New York, at the first whiff of such a 
thing the NYPD, the Fire Department and the health department would be on 
the scene, as would the Post and the television reporters and well ... you get 


my Geist, 


You might wonder why DarK LorD is spelled this way — it’s easier just to 


use the letters DKLD instead of the more formal title Lord Braven. 
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There is nothing Brave about tying someone up and whacking their soft 
privates. I take it the names Seann and Lyncaster are both Scottish names. If 
I could ask him one thing it would be ... tying someone up and whacking 
their soft privates ... isn't that what happened to the 13" century Scottish 
Warrior William Wallace in the film Braveheart (starring Mel Gibson), 
before they emasculated, drew and quartered him and then fed his remain to 


the dogs? Et tu DKLD? 


When the court case opens I hope they sell tickets and pop corn for the 
public trial of Seann Lyncaster. Perhaps the Supreme Court of Westminster 
might sell the television rights and let the whole world hear about what goes 
on in the dark and sinister basement of Seann Lyncaster’s Burnaby house. 
Maybe the DKLD can show us how it’s done in live TV — so that we can all 


understand what Seann Lyncaster is deeming as legitimate. 


Y up, not that its out in the open let's see how many times we can use his real 
name Seann Lyncaster. I wonder what the City of Burnaby and his 


neighbors think? 


Here in New York there is something for all flavors of the day or night — as 
long as there is informed consent. That is what the law requires of both 
parties to the games. If you want someone to beat your balls until they are 
black and blue and ready to fall off, that’s great ... provided you have it in 


writing: 
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I give ... this so and so... permission to beat my balls until they are 


black and blue and ready to fall off. 


But there are still limits when it comes to pain-games. These limits 


represent common sense. 


The premises for some but not all BDSM parties are that they sometimes 
cross the line as far as consent and commonsense are concerned ... where 
pain is inflicted, sometimes leaving physical and emotional scars. But hey 
some people like to be abused and well, some DKLD’s like to mistreat. 
After all, haven't you wondered why the DKLD’s of the world walk bow- 


legged and haven't sired a family. 


Kink parties are something altogether different than BDSM, or so I am told. 
I have never been to either BDSM or Kink parties, but I have some friends 
who have. At a Kink Party you can play out your fetish without necessarily 


inflicting pain and leaving physical and emotional scars. 


In reading what is in the press in Vancouver it appears that what is one side 
of the lawsuit is a BDSM pain-game player who use to be an executive 
member of the Vancouver Chapter of Masters and Slaves International . 
Since filing the lawsuit Masters and Slaves International has suspended the 


Vancouver Chapter of their organization. 
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Something in the basement of Seann Lyncaster Burnaby Home 


Was he selling tickets to his pain-games? Yes ... of course at $ 50 to $ 100 
a pop. I checked online today and guess what, you can even arrange to stay 
overnight at his “Manor” at a cost of $ 500 to $ 800. Here in the State of 
New York you need a state license to run a hotel, following hotel rules, but 
there are no licenses for running hotels with BDSM dungeons for pain 


games ... because they are illegal. 


It begins to look more and more like a question of dungeons, DKLDS and 


money than anything else. 


It is easy to see why Masters and Slaves International shut down the 
Vancouver Chapter that Seann Lyncaster was an executive member of. 


Does one BDSM org really want to horse whip another organization like 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 32 Summer 2021 


MVK, even if Metro Van are merely into Kink? Do they want to whack 
them until they are black and blue? 


You can join a Vancouver chapter of Masters and Slaves International that 
is for Mistresses and submissives ... if you are into black and blue and well I 


bet there are no DKLD’s within miles of their play-games. 


Hey Ashley try a rut niblick with that, not a number nine or a wedge, 
if you are going to whack that ball out of the rough, and onto the 
green. You might have to give it a good whack ... or two ...before it 


rolls the way you want! 


On the other side of the lawsuit is the Metro Vancouver Kink Society. The 
Metro Vancouver Kink Society a few years ago expressed both in spoken 
terms and in writing their concern for some of the goings on at Seann 
Lyncaster’s residence in Burnaby. From what I gather from the press, the 
MVK were concerned about safety more than anything else. From what the 
press has expressed it may have something to do with Seann Lyncaster, a 
minor and some BDSM hanky-panky. We will just have to wait for the ‘as 
the stomach churns’ soap opera to play itself out in court. Yes, I do hope 
they sell tickets, pop corn and TV rights! That's what we do here in the 


states ... You Canadians don’t know a good thing when you see it! 


Now here in New York State the moment hank-panky and minors enter the 
same sentence is the moment the State Prosecutor and Grand Juries come 


into play. Perhaps the recent Epstein case comes to mind? Here in New 
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York a law suit like the one filed by Seann Lyncaster against MVK would 
be held in abeyance and preceded by a Court Case of the State of New York 
vs Seann Lyncaster (a.k.a. Lord Braven) for a bevy of questionable 


activities. 


When I read the first few Vancouver articles and watched his “Kinx Studio” 
video what caught my concern was that Seann Lyncaster had a ‘naughty 
school” in his basement. I snapped a frame from his video and shared it 


with some friends. 


The naughty school in the basement of Seann Lyncaster Burnaby Home 


On the surface, this seemed so juvenile. I talked with some friends who are 
psychologists and psychiatrists about this story and they watched the video 
that he uses to promote his basement dungeon. My friends asked me 


whether there was any mention in the story of an assessment of his state of 
Mind? 
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Several asked me whether he had been abused as a child. One mentioned 
that there usually are correlations and a self-perpetuation of abnormal 
psychology. “This video is so creepy” ... one of my other psychologist 
friends just blurted out. 


A corner of the dungeon in the basement of Seann Lyncaster Burnaby 


Home 


One of my psychiatric friends told me the trailer to the short film is also 
telling It points to a huge ego ... which usually points to low self-esteem 
and a need to over compensate, and that he might be a rather lonely person, 


and has been all his life. What she said is the following... 


‘Perhaps the other kids didn’t play with him when he was growing up. 
We probably all remember little boys who took great pride in picking 
wings off flies and then going the extra mile of eating the flies ... just 


to gross us out.’ 
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¡MOVIE ano RAWR STUDIOZ present 
A RAWR STUDIOZ prooucrion in association wira ¡MOVIE 
A KINX MONGRAIN sum 
BRAVEN MANOR 


starrinc LORD BRAVEN BRAVEN MANOR 
ONY KINX MONGRAIN "se BRAVEN MANOR prorcro LORD BRAVEN 
“LORD BRAVEN “¡TUNES sisor LORD BRAVEN sico: KINX MONGRAIN 
"TzKINX & LORD BRAVEN ™"¥KINX MONGRAIN 


The trailer to Seann Lyncaster promotional video 


Yup, not even Hollywood could come up with stuff as strange as this! 


I will be checking under my bed tonight ... and locking my closet door ... 
before turning off the lights ... 


just in case there are any DarK LorDs lurking about in the Dark! 
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The Artist Model Naea by Ani Gavani 
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La Femme Chinoise. 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 48 Summer 2021 


New Art Works 
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Le Manège Godiva par Rose Lang 


[Translated from the French] 


[Paris] Girls like riding horses for many reasons. One reason is perhaps 
only evident to girls. When your legs are spread and the softness of your 
femininity is pressed upon, the feeling of your second pair of lips cannot be 
put into word. When I asked my grandmother about this feeling (I was too 


shy to ask my mother) she called this feeling ... “womanly pleasure.” 


« 


LEFÉBYVRE (Jules). - lady Godiva 
| # LL MUSÉE D'AMIENS 
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When I was a girl of eleven I had my first womanly pleasure. It was at a 
country fair outside of Paris on the day I was allowed to ride a horse for the 
first time. Once I mounted the horse I did not want to get off it. Look at me, 
I thought! The tingling between my legs and at the base of my spine was 
new to me and got more and more intense as I rocked back and forth at the 
canter. We were at the canter until the old mare I was on figured out what I 
was doing, stopped and then set her lazy eyes on me with an expression that 


could only have meant ... “enough already.” 


I did not want to get off her. But the old mare had had enough of me. She 
just stood there stubbornly! I even fought with my father as her tried to lift 
me off the horse. Vous étes un spolié! (You are a spoiled one!) When my 
father lifted me out of the saddle I was so wet between my legs that he 


chastised me unknowingly for peeing my panties. 


For the rest of that year I pleaded for my parents to get me a horse. It was 
when I told my grandmere why ... and she shared with me the fact she too 
had had her first womanly pleasures on a horse, that arrangements were 
made by her to let me visit a stable twice a month for a few hours a week to 
learn how to ride a horse. She had learned to ride horses at this same stable 


and had even sent my mother there when she was around my age. 


From that day forward I rode horses there for many years. It was only when 
it was time for me to go off to university that I gave up this girlish pleasure 


for new and more womanly ones. 
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What I am about to tell you is a secret. Promise you will keep it between us! 
It was a secret with the girls that I rode with and the stable that I rode at. It 
was an all girl’s stable that had their own very unique admittance. Both my 
grandmother and my mother had been through the same initiation. All new 
girls to the stable, irrespective of their age, had to take a commencement to 
become part of la fraternité des chevaux (their sisterhood of the horses). 
Supposedly this induction into the sisterhood started over two hundred years 


ago. 


All new girls to the stable, irrespective of their age, had to ride as Lady 


Godiva to become part of la fraternité des chevaux. 


My mother didn’t tell me anything about this. Perhaps she was too shy or 
too proud to admit to such an indiscretion. My grandmere told me to expect 
something unique to become a member of the sisterhood of horses and to 
trust the other girls. The week before my initiation ride my grandmere took 
me to a retrospective screening of the film Lady Godiva starring Maureen 


O’Hara at a boutique cinema across Paris. 


The first time I went to ride I kept wondering what awaited me. 


It was during the second visit to the stable, after riding for two hours as I 
dismounted I was met by a delegation of the older girls, blindfolded and then 
taken to a secret room somewhere in the stables. Before the blind fold was 


taken off I was sworn to secrecy and when it was removed I was met with 
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one of the most extraordinary sights. On the wall of this little room were 
paintings, sketches and even pictures of many of the girls who had ridden 
completely naked on their horses — their secret initiation was called le 


manège Godiva (the Lady Godiva ride). 


MANDEEN MN UADA - GENDGE MANCO 
MAUREEN U MARA EURO NAU 


157 11: 


Godiva means gift from God. They said being a pretty girl was a gift from 


God. That very afternoon would be my turn! 


They walked me to my horse, got me to stand before it as they took off my 
riding clothes, panties and all ... the horse flared his nostrils as 1 stood 
before my mount, my hands covering mes intimes. Then I was lifted onto 
my mount by the girls and led by one of the older ones, rode my horse, side 
saddle around the paddock as they took my picture, a thin little girl with long 


pony tails hung over my non-existing breasts, and my legs pressed tightly 
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together as I rode. I was so nervous I nearly fell off my horse. But I held 
on with my lips wrapped tightly around the nub of my saddle. The effect 


was indescribable! 


The horse trod at the leisure. I swayed back and forth. I don’t know how the 
horse knew but sur le point d'avoir l'orgasme, it stopped and looked back at 


me with its gleaming eyes. Horses have an acute sense of smell. 


My mount was a male. When I dismounted I was met by his splendor and 
was stood before him, mes intimes in his view and watched as one of the 
other girls tickled him with a giant feather until he popped like a well shaken 


bottle of champagne. Ses dépenses étaient incroyables. 


I giggled hysterically in my nervousness and cried as the other girls hugged 
me and welcomed me into their sisterhood. Pour devenir membre de la 
fraternité des chevaux, vous n'aviez pas seulement à monter, vous deviez 
faire venir votre monture. My grandmere was a member but it seems my 


mother was not. She had run off when she spied her horse’s splendour. 


If you ever find the pictures from our manège Godiva, I am the little girl of 


twelve, with the biggest and proudest smile in the world! ... 


Look at Me! 
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Lady Godiva by John Collier, 1897 


Maureen O”Hara as Lady Godiva, 1952 
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Lady Godiva Ride in London (can you guess who I am?) 
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Figurative Art in Charcoal and Pencil by Chris Lopresti of New 
York 
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Five Stages of Grief by Marina Bychkova of Vancouver 


[Vancouver] from Enchanted Dolls 


According to the commonly accepted Kubler-Ross model, there are five 
different stages of grief. It describes, in five discrete stages, a process by 
which people deal with grief and tragedy, when faced with death or a 


catastrophic loss. 
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1) Denial- “I feel fine.”; “This can’t be happening, not to me.”'str’Denial is 


A] 


usually only a temporary defense for the individual. This feeling is 


generally replaced with heightened awareness of situation. 
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2) Anger- “Why me? It’s not fair!”; “How can this happen to me?”; “Who is 
to blame?” Once in the second stage, the individual recognizes that denial 
cannot continue. Because of anger, the person is very difficult to care for due 


to misplaced feelings of rage and envy. Any individual that symbolizes life 


or energy 1s subject to projected resentment and jealousy. 


IS 


ut 
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3) Bargaining— “Just let me live to see my children graduate.”; “PI do 
anything for a few more years.”; “I will give my life savings if...’stThe 
third stage involves the hope that the individual can somehow postpone or 
delay the inevitable. Usually, the negotiation for an extended life is made 


with a higher power in exchange for a reformed lifestyle. 
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4) Depression— “I’m so sad, why bother with anything?”; “What's the 
point?”; “I miss my loved one, why go on?’ During the fourth stage, the 
person begins to understand the inevitabilities of the situation. Because of 
this, the individual may become silent, refuse visitors and spend much of the 
time crying and grieving. This process allows the person to disconnect 
oneself from things of love and affection. It is not recommended to attempt 


to cheer up an individual who is in this stage. It is an important time for 


grieving that must be processed. 
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5) Acceptance— “It’s going to be okay.”; “I can’t fight it, I may as well 
prepare for it.” In this last stage, the individual begins to come to terms with 


their grief.” 
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The softness of love ... 
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Poesie et l’Art de Patrick 


Thales of Miletus (624 — 548 B.C.) 
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Thales knew — 
the first of Seven 
Wise Men of antiquity ... 
reasoning can be deductive 
and provide real understanding. 
In 585 B.C. by reasoning alone 
he predicted a solar eclipse ... 


and so began mathematical reasoning! 
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Anaximander of Miletus (610- 546 B.C.) 
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Anaximander knew — 
over two thousand years ago, 
the Earth is a sphere 
that spins on its axis 
and orbits the Sun. 

He also taught 
Pythagoras ...well! 
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Pythagoras of Samos (570 — 495 B.C.) 
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Pythagoras knew — 
Philosophia is 
a love of knowledge ... 
Mathematikos 1s 
something worth learning ... 
With right triangles he proved 

aa+pp=yy... 

Numbers are 


The esssence of things. 
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Zeno of Elea (495 — 430 B.C.) 
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Zeno knew — 
A journey taken 
by half-measures 
never ends. 


What a paradox! 
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Archimedes of Syracuse (287 — 212 B.C.) 
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Archimedes knew — 
with a big enough lever arm 
and a place to stand ... he 
could move the Earth. Eureka! He 
helped the King with 
his gold crown. 
For the circle and the sphere 


he drew out its area and volume. 


{A submission to the Greek Bicentennial Celebration call, July 2021} 
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If you come right over ... I will let you scrub my back! 
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Works from the Modern Era 
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Sex in Surrealist Art by Francine A. Koslow 


Surrealism began as a literary movement in Paris in 1924, when poet André 
Breton (1896-1966) published his First Manifesto of Surrealism. Breton, a 
former student of psychiatry, defined the movement as "dictated by thought, 
in the absence of any control exercised by reason, exempt from any aesthetic 
or moral concern." | Surrealism, as defined by Breton, was based on belief in 
the omnipotence of dreams and the unconscious. The active collaboration 
between surrealist artists and literary figures that followed Breton's 
manifesto resulted in visual works that deal with hitherto unexplored 
phenomena, including enigmatic sexual fantasies. Eroticism in art has been 
around since prehistory. Fertility goddesses and Greek phalluses were 
common early art objects. Yet these images were extensions, however 
explicit or exaggerated, of objects in the real physical world. Surrealists deal 
specifically with distortions and the irrational. Their eroticism, however 
explicit, explored subconscious, uncontrolled realms, bizarre domains that 


were almost uninvestigated prior to the advent of Freudian psychology. 


The surrealist painters and poets centered their activities in the late 1920s 
around Paris and Breton. Their art was based on humor, subversion, and 
dream. Confronting a postwar world of disintegrating social, cultural, and 
economic mores, the sur realists were rebels who embraced the absurd, the 
accidental, and the illogical in order to open doors of perception previously 
closed by rational thought. Among their heroes was Isadore Ducasse (who 
used the pseudonym "the Comte De Lautremont"), a late nineteenth-century 


symbolist writer who promoted the juxtapostion of disparate objects. 
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Lautremont's symbolic image of the chance meeting between a sewing 
machine and an umbrella on a dissection table stimulated the surrealists to 
place unrelated objects together on the picture plane. The impact of the 
surrealist image lies in this dissociation of objects from their familiar 


contexts. 


The surrealists also chose to embrace the illicit and often dark side of human 
nature. Under Breton, they canonized the Marquis de Sade and invented a 
cult of love that elevated libertinism. They employed Sigmund Freud's 
method of evoking repressed material through free dream association and 
took greatest interest in the psychiatrist's theories on sex (Eros) and death 
(Thanatos). The surrealists expressed their opinions freely on such matters as 
female orgasm, onanism, and sadomasochism and other sexual perversions, 
and often made sex the subject of their work. Artists like Max Ernst (1897- 
1976), Ren6 Magritte (1898- 1967) , Salvador Dali (b . 1904) , and Paul 
Delvaux (b. 1897) created artworks that shocked on two levels, the candor 
with which they depicted sexuality and the odd juxtaposition of subjects and 


objects that do not belong together in the rational, real world. 


Alfred Barr states in his pivotal 1936 exhibition catalogue titled Fantastic 
Art, Dada and Surrealism that Surrealism grew out of the ashes of Dada. 
Dada, an anti-art movement, claimed the German artist Max Ernst as one of 
1ts leaders. Ernst made the transition from Dada to Surrealism when he 
moved to Paris in 1921 and met Breton and his followers. A leader of the 
Hanover Dada group that had held the infamous Cologne International 


Exhibition in a men's urinal, Ernst appealed to the rebel surrealist spirit. He 
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had studied psychiatry and philosophy at the University of Bonn and, having 
shared quarters with Breton's close collaborator, Paul Eluard (b. 1895), was 
immersed in the world of dreams and the unconscious. As an artist Ernst 
became fascinated with the collage technique of cutting and pasting objects 
together in unusual combinations. His collages anticipated Surrealism in 
their subject matter and technique. When Breton chose Ernst as a welcome 
member of his Paris coterie, he was well aware of the impact of such works 


as Ernst's 1923 oil painting titled Men Shall Know Nothing of This. 


Men Shall Know Nothing of This is an enigmatic coital image in which the 
two sexes balance each other in curious symmetry. The dreamlike 
composition appears to have been pasted together and linked with strings. 
The space is that of another dimension of reality reminiscent of the 
metaphysical paintings of Giorgio de Chirico, an artist revered by Ernst and 
the surrealists in the early 1920s. The upper region of the composition is 
dominated by two sets of amputated lower extremities locked in the sex act. 
Two female legs, spread in a froglike pose, are penetrated from above in 
what appears to be the anal or abdominal region by the male legs, which are 
joined at the thighs. The erotic legs are pierced at the feet by the umbrella 
like arch of a new moon. They float above a disembodied hand that 
penetrates a ring and a whistle. Geometric configurations resembling a 
concentric ring of planets or the phases of the moon surround the hand. 
These seemingly unrelated parts exist in a landscape dominated by two large 
trapezoids topped with circles, possible symbols of the male and female. The 
ground beneath exudes visceral, biomorphic forms. The disembodied, 


floating images are images of metaphysical, interplanetary sexuality. 
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The title indicates that ordinary men shall know nothing of Ernst's 
metaphysical fantasy, which exists only in the recesses of the unconscious 
mind. Ernst's painting forms a solid link between the metaphysical art of de 
Chirico and surrealist illusionism. It is an abstract dream image of obscure 


meaning. 


Fig. 1: René Magritte, The Rape 


In late 1925, the Belgian painter René Magritte created a surrealist image 
based on dreamlike illusionism. The originality of Magritte's image lies in 
the secret affinities between seemingly dissociated objects. Magritte's style 
is consistently that of precise, magic realism-the realistic presentation of 
what appears to be an ordinary scene, without any strange or monstrous 


distortion, that nevertheless contains fantastic juxtapositions of elements or 
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events that do not normally exist together. Magritte painted The Rape (Fig. 
1, 1934) in Brussels, and Breton chose Magritte s drawing of the same 
subject for the cover of the 1934 surrealist publication Qu'est-ce que le 


surréalisme. 


The painted version of The Rape was included in the 1934 surrealist 
Minotaure exhibition in Brussels, where it was hung in a private room at the 
back and shown only to initiates. The exquisitely detailed painting is a 
highly Freudian sexual metaphor that combines a female head and nude 
female torso in a visual pun. The face's features are replaced by breasts, 
belly, and pudendum. Breasts and nipples replace the eyes, the navel 
becomes a nose, and the pudendum is the figure's mouth. This comical 
monster rises sphinxlike against a blue sky and sea. Magritte habitually 
appended unrelated titles to his works, and this title has no apparent relation 
the the comical trompe l'oeil image; there is no rape or violence in The 
Rape. Magritte's initial artistic concern is to reconstruct the female torso 
with absolute fidelity to anatomical detail inside the frame of the female 


head' 


Metamorphosis and the constant fluctuation of objects from their ordinary 
contexts characterize the good-humored sexuality of Magritte's art. In 
another visual pun, La Dame, Magritte places a nude blonde inside a bottle 
of wine. Magritte's carefully rendered portraits of nude women isolated from 
their normal ties with the rest of the visual world are bewildering and 


beguiling erotic compositions. 
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Salvador Dali, more than any of the other surrealists, relied on Freud and the 
Marquis de Sade in his erotic art and writings. This master of publicity and 
propaganda has made sexual perversities the subject of much of his art. 
According to Dali, art is "a spontaneous method of irrational knowledge 
based upon the interpretive-critical association of delirious phenomena." * 
His surrealist images were allegedly induced by the "paranoic-critical 
method" ° — a delirious interpretation of the world and of the ego, which 
assumes exaggerated importance. His images of obsession with castration, 
putrefaction, voyeurism, onanism, and impotence are painted with 
meticulous realism. Although Dali's technique is precise in terms of 
modeling and perspective, he converts details, colors, and forms of the 
material world into images of the obsessions of a madman. His paintings are 


bizarre combinations and transformations of optical reality. 


Many of Dali's paintings deal with autoeroticism and deep sexual anxiety. 
His art and life read like a textbook of Freudian sexual deviations. Born at 
Figueras, near Barcelona, Dali claims he has been obsessed since early 
childhood with masturbation, death, and decay. The young Dali was 
fascinated with Freud, who recognized the literalness with which Dali used 
Freudian symbols. Dali, who was inspired toward an art of free fantasy by 
reading Freud's Interpretation of Dreams, first met Freud while a student in 
Madrid. Later, in 1938, he was reintroduced to Freud in London. The 
psychiatrist acknowledged Dali's obsession with the unconscious but 
wondered where the rational world existed in Dali's domain. He told Dali, 


A ; ; : ; 4 
"It is not the unconscious I seek in your pictures, but the conscious." 
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Breton welcomed Dali, and his outrageous behavior and shocking 
symbolism, when Dali first joined the surrealist movement in 1929. During 
the next five or six years he remained in Paris, Dali managed to intimidate 
his colleagues, who eventually repudiated him. However, Dali continued to 
practice Surrealism, and made the movement live in his art, for the next fifty 
years. Dream images were essential to Dali, who claims that his painted 
images were waking dreams that arrived already formed and had to be 


translated on the canvas. 


Fig. 2: Salvador Dali, The Great Masturbator 


His most prevalent dreams were masturbatory in nature. Dali created The 
Great Masturbator in 1929-the year he stole Gala Eluard from her husband, 
Paul-to release what he called his "heterosexual anxiety"s over his passion 


for Gala. The Great Masturbator is dominated by the profile of a distorted, 
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fleshy head in a desert landscape. The head is Dali's, and a couple embrace 
in a sexual pose below the head. A female figure grows from the nape of 
Dali's profile; her eyes closed, she reaches with her nose and lips for the 
genitals of an adolescent boy. A key to understanding the artist's intent is the 
praying mantis that serves as Dali's mouth: The female praying mantis 
devours the male immediately after the sexual act. When asked about the 
theme of The Great Masturbator, Dali stated, "The fantasy of being 
devoured in the sexual act leads to the solipsistic safety of onanism." ° Dali's 


fear of women complemented his fascination with autoeroticism and sadism. 


The Marquis de Sade coupled sexual love, not with tenderness, but with 
cruelty; sexual pleasure resulted from humiliation and the infliction of fear 
and pain. Dali composed one of literature's most sadistic texts, "Reverie," 
which was by far the most complex and detailed of the essays to appear in 
the December 1931 issue of Le Surréalisme ASDLR, in a section entitled 
"Mediatrons." "Reverie" begins with a description of Dali's state of mind 
and behavior one October afternoon in his house in Spain as he was 
wavering between intellectual work and masturbatory practices.’ Dali's 
obsession with sodomy, masturbation, and excrement are evident in this long 


text, as the following excerpts illustrate: 


... lying amid the excrement and rotting straw of a very dark cow 
shed, and greatly excited by the stink of the place, I sodomized the 


woman I love.... 
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I sit on the wet stone bench with my two hands I raise my penis with 
all my might, then I go to the cow shed were Dulita and the two 
women are lying naked among excrement and rotting straw... and 


Dulita is changed into the woman I love." * 


Dali's daydreams construct a sequence of disturbingly sadistic events that 
lead Dulita, an eleven-year-old girl, into his cow shed fantasy. The power of 
the overly graphic essay lies in the reader's confusion over which images are 


meant to be real and which are fantastic. 


Young Virgin Auto-Sodomized by Her Own Chastity (1954) recalls Dali's 
"Reverie” in oil. The figure of a nude female wearing high-heels dominates 
the painting. She is shown from the rear, looking out a window onto the 
Mediterranean. Her buttocks spread and metamorphoses into two phalluses. 
Below her buttocks is what appears to be a third phallus, ready to sodomize 
the "young virgin." Two additional, missile-like phalluses shoot above the 


virgin's head. ? 


Unlike Magritte's, Dali's erotica is frightening rather than comic; and Dali's 
works are a visual diary of his perverse fantasies. His titles are meant to 
relate to the images. What is so powerful about Dali's work is the quality of 
his technique and the freedom' of his imagination. Dali is a master of 
metamorphosis who has made a career of painting images of fear and 
paranoia. "The only difference between me and a madman," Dali once 


stated, "is that I am not mad." '° 
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Paul Delvaux creates dreamlike erotic fantasies that are more charming than 
disconcerting. Delvaux categorically refuses to acknowledge Freud and 
recognizes only memory and imagination as specific sources for the 
formation of his images. The transposition and exposition of the female nude 
have been fundamental elements of Delvaux's painting since 1934, but there 
is no evil lurking in these poetic images of nude women. Delvaux completed 
Pygmalion, one of his most important paintings, in 1939. Here Delvaux 
reverses the well-known theme by exchanging the masculine and the 
feminine roles: A nude sculptress embraces a male sculpture. The male is a 
partial figure, truncated at the thighs and upper arms; however, he appears to 
be metamorphosizing in his abdominal and genital area into living flesh at 
the sculptress's touch. She gazes at her creation with obvious desire, anxious 
to place her belly next to his. The feminization of the Pygmalion myth, 
which ended in Galatea's liberation from stone, has turned the female figure 


into the creator. 


The man is the ideal figure projected by the woman: He has no arms or legs, 
but is equipped with a beautiful face and a substantial phallus. Juxtaposing 
eroticism with poetic and highly romantic dream imagery, Delvaux's 
Pygmalion exists in a surreal space outside the sculptress's studio. A nude 
female who is becoming a tree, or a vine in the process of becoming a 
human, appears in the right side of the composition. A gentleman with derby 


and cane walks past a two-story building toward dunes. 


Sex in surrealist art, as these examples illustrate, is linked with daydreams, 


dreams, and nightmares. Surrealism's power lies in the strangeness of its 
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encounters, and the surrealists' erotic art emphasizes the chance encounter. 
Surrealism's genesis entailed a powerful exploration of the unconscious 
through the negation of as many as possible of the psychological defenses of 
control, suppression, and active intervention. The preoccupation with sexual 
imagery in much surrealist art is an affirmation of this elevation of the poetic 
imagination. Imagination, memory, and obsession prevail over current, 


mundane preoccupations in the surrealist realm. 


Fig. 3: Paul Delvaux, Pygmalion 


NOTES 
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{From: Eros in the Mind 's Eye, 1986} 
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Les Deux Filles par Peter Widdison, 1972 
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New Poems By Contemporary Poets 
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It's a Toil, that we know by Aki Kurosawa 


The Olympics are finally here 
but we in Tokyo ... we fear 


That which we can't see 


We welcomed strangers in the past 
but now ... today ...we cannot cast 


A smile to our faces ... 


It’s a toil, that we know 
And a wicked blow 


To our prestige ... 


The stadiums sit all empty, 
and what will be will be ... 


It can’t end fast enough, for me 


My sister’s she’s a volunteer 
And for her health we all do fear 


But she doesn’t care ... 


And she says to me ... look 
Big sis ...you always worry far too much 


I’ll be fine, believe me. 
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But she’s my little sis .... Hell! 
And I know her far too well, 


Just you see! 


I won't mind if little sis says ... 
Haha, I told you so ... 


I will grin and bare it. 


It will just be fine 
to hear her voice 


In a month or two. 
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Five Short Poems by Simon Perchik 


This shadow half iron, half 
reaching out, breaking loose 


--with both hands the hands 


that no longer come for you 
and in their place the dirt 


grows back together 


--in such a wound you die 
in two places at the same time 


make a path for the sky 


you remember and underneath 
--nothing but your arms 


tearing each other apart 
--handful by handful there's room 


for a little more shadow 


a little more you can say. 
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The rain climbing along your wrist 
makes it seem easy --you breathe 


through your hand, for two 


--it helps to wet your eyelids 
look where water has taken root 


in pieces, knows how to grieve 


the way your arm throws out 
1ts still warm breezes and each morning 


heavier --dirt learned this long ago 


still fills your mouth with the word 
for sister so nothing 


can break without thirst 


or blossom or with your hand 
crushing you for more tears 


and morning after morning. 


You must enjoy the risk 
swallowing rainwater, splashing 


so close to the ground 
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wait alone for the train 
you know is never in time 


can't rub the tracks dry 


or keep you from leaning too far 
--it's the chance you take, wave 


--sometimes waves, sometimes for nothing. 


You mourn the way this sand 
has no strength, keeps warm 


between one day and another 


and your closed hands 
that need the place 


left by a small stone 


dropping slowly in water 
though what rests here 


is the emptiness already mist 


and nothing starts again 
--you dig as if this beach 


blossoms once your fingers 
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open and these dead 
lose their way among the flowers 


that no longer come home 


--you kneel easily now 
pulled down by your shadow 


following head first as rain 


heavier and heavier 
tracing a face with just your lips 


and worn out nod. 


You have this kinship, the limp 
balances you and the Earth 


already blossoming 


with nothing under it 
though you lift one foot 


closer to the other 
hillside after hillside 


the way mud settles and clots 


--you're used to losing, come 
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so this cane can grab your hand 
almost in time and what's left 


above the ground, knows 


you're drowning, in rain 
stops and starts, in dirt 


and tells you everything. 
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The Mix of a Perfect Martini by William Webster 


I truly miss ... 
The sound of ice cubes tingling within 


A steel martini mixer. 


I truly miss ... 
The sight of a buxom barmaid 


Jiggling as she shakes it. 


I truly miss ... 
The ‘Want an olive with that?’ 


And the smile when I ask for three. 


I truly miss ... 
The ‘Did I make it just right this time?’ 


And the smirk on her face when I say 


Make me another one ... 
You are getting better at 1t 


Just shake it a bit more ... will” ya! 
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Midnight Nekyia by Joseph Jon 


I must have come through the Ivory Gate: 

The Sun is asleep but his daughters awake 

And tell me they will take me to Dark Night, 

Far from Thalamus and the sensible paths, 

The Hubble Universe and mathematical handshakes, 
Far from where they shudder into daybreak, 

To be carried through All Places by Her 

Who waits, ready, in dark Vancouver alleyways, 
Willing to teach me All Things. 

The world is off but my eyes are unclosed, 

And I am curious about the shadows 

That stretch their hands to reach into consciousness: 


I am aware and sense them whispering, forgotten, 


And know myself instantly, despairingly, with smiles. 


The old wino had warned me of these dreams 


And how with wine to speak with some and dull the rest: 


But She tells me She will teach me All Things. 


I must have come through the Ivory Gate. 
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J'ai Perdu Mon Paris ... Hélas! by Rose Lang 


I feel hollow inside 


As if I have already died 


Yet I breathe ... in and out... 


But just can't walk about 


To my favorite places 


They are lost to me, traces 


In a corner of my memory. 


Will life ever go back, to be 


What it was before the plague 


Descended on the arches, and 


Walkways of my beloved place 
J'ai perdu Mon Paris ... Hélas! 
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Mountains are Forever by Susan Dale 


The old mountain eyes, open 

When glaciers crushed through creation 
Were yet open when Indian tribes 

Took refuge in their caverns 

But blinking when pioneers 


Brought wagons across mountain trails 


The wise old eyes, closed tight now 

Do not see snow, nor the wildflowers 
Inching up their marble flesh 

But moving beyond___ 

until floating amongst mountain clouds 

I turn to look back 

Through six realms of infinity 

And teeter at the precipice 

Of memories and mortality 

To remember the golden nectar 

That dropped on crystal-clear days 

Of measured spaces I thought would last 
Until I lie by the broken pillars 

At the feet of the gods of fate 
Uncounted the smiles that stretched wide 
My untried heart 

My heart to be bitten off and spit out 
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After an epoch beginning from the womb 
Of which I emerged, screaming and kicking 
Solely to propagate the earth 


With open arms did I embrace life 


Life, that snarling, snorting creature 
Panting, prowling, clamouring for time 
Time, with its warm gauze breath 

And spineless shadows 

Growing thin in the hours 


Stretching into tomorrow 


Time, the melting wax and singed wicks 
Of those days I sat 

On the long hands of clocks tick-tocking 
Through lemon-yellow afternoons 


Shining with succulent sun 

But that same, sticky-honey time 

Is running into long abandoned coal-cellars 
Piled with the ashes of yesterday 

Not swept away, 


But lying forgotten and gray 


Dim, misty___ the dawn 
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When I could no longer see 

The differentiating line 

Between earth and sky 

And when others see the milky way 

Cresting a crescendo of stars 

I see nets of night 

Hanging in the skies to catch a waning moon 

Creaky mouse sounds run around the corners of my head 
And the luminous rains that sing to violets 

Chill my bones 

Quickly, I turn to the flicker of a shadow 

Jump at a sudden light that slips 

Into the walls behind time 

And know I am two steps away from threadbare quiet 
And the mortality sewn into the hem 

Of every mortal fabric 

We stood beneath it at Calvary 

And see it forever and a thousand times 


Wearing laurels of victory 


Broken from the roots that held me to yesterday 
A tumbleweed lost between dimensions 

Blind, vacuous__ 

Being swept along by the winds 

Of space, of distance 


Across the wounded earth 
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Into a sky I feel heaving with 
heavy breaths and merciful heart 
To make a place for me 
Amongst myriad moons 


And the long arms of eternity 
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I Would Rather Sleep Alone by Ani Gavani 


My Boyfriend has a big one ... 
So big that 1t hurts every time 


He forces his way with me. 


I tell him to stop, 

But he doesn’t listen to me. 
He just pushes 

and pushes 


and pushes 


So I tell him 
as the sun goes down 
No you cannot stay tonight 


I would rather sleep alone. 
Either you 


or your ego 


... has got to go 
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You Don’t Seem to Care ... by Isabella Montsouris 


I want you 
to carry me about 
in a small box 
in your jacket 


close to your heart 


Not just a picture of me 
mind you, but me 

in my entirety 

so that I can hear the 


pitter-patter of your heart 


When a beautiful girl 
catches your eye 
and Ican kick and scream 
and ask her ... 


what about me? 


You don’t seem to care 
about me in my entirety 
even though you carry 
my picture in your jacket 


close to your heart ... 
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Doing a Front Krull ... 


A beautiful figurative by Germaine Krull 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physcs and Astronomy 
Vancouver, BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Works From the Past 
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The Great Pyramid, The Golden Section and Pi by Willy Ley 


To reassure all those readers who, when reading the above title, muttered to 
themselves that these three things have absolutely nothing to do with each 
other, I wish to state in this very first sentence that I agree with them. Of 
course neither the "golden section" nor pi is hidden in the structure which an 
ardent and effusive admirer once called the Miracle in Stone, using the word 
"miracle" in its literal religious meaning. But it is an interesting story how 
all the multitudinous misunderstandings surrounding the Great Pyramid 


originated. 


That the pyramid of King Khufu was a major engineering and organizational 
accomplishment is something that does not need to be stressed. It is not only 
astonishing that a structure of such size was built as early as it was; it is also 
astonishing how well it was built. As a matter of fact, Khufu's pyramid is of 
better workmanship than the later pyramids built on the same plateau, the so- 
called pyramid plateau of Giza, about six miles to the west of Cairo. Since 
Khufu was the first to build a pyramid in this particular locality, the whole 
plateau was originally named after him. It was called Akhet Khufu, or 


"Khufu's Horizon." 


Why Khufu picked this particular locality for his pyramid is not known. That 
is, we don't know of any inscription say ing that Pharaoh decreed this site 
because his fellow gods had told him to begin his soul-voyage after death 
from this place. But we can think of a number of eminently practical 


reasons why he chose this spot. 
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To begin with, he could see it from his summer palace and watch the actual 
work going on. Secondly, the location of the building site was such that, 
when the annual Nile flood occurred, the blocks of stone could be floated on 
rafts to the foot of the growing structure. Finally, most Egyptologists (and 
especially the Egyptian egyptologists) believe that Khufu's pyramid hides an 
outcropping of natural rock which obviously saved that much work in the 


erection of a virtually solid structure. 


Even so, 2,300,000 blocks of stone went into the pyramid, averaging 2.5 
tons in weight, with a few that must weigh about 15 tons each. The rock was 
quarried nearby. Professor Selim Hassan found some ancient quarries within 


easy walking distance of the pyramid. 


Originally the pyramid had an outer casing of white limestone— Greek 
writers who saw it blinding white under the desert sun assumed that it was 
white limestone all the way through—which is now gone. Not completely 
gone, though; it merely is no longer a part of Khufu's pyramid, but forms 


portions of still-standing mosques. 


Without its casing, the pyramid is 450 feet tall. We can't tell precisely how 
high it was originally. 


The white limestone came from Turah, somewhat farther south and on the 


other side of the river, involving transportation over 14 miles of water. Some 
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of the granite used in the interior came from Aswan, a good distance up- 


river, but again with the possibility of water transport. 


It is the height of the structure which is responsible for its name. The 
Egyptians called this height pyr-em-us. The Greeks adapted the term to their 
tongue by pronouncing it pyramis and using it as a designation for that 
particular shape. Herodotus coined a plural, pyramided, from which, at a 


much later date, the current singular "pyramid" was derived. 


Since we are on the subject of names, I am sorry to report that we don't 
really know how the name of the king was pronounced. The written form 
transliterates as Hwfw which, in order to be able to say it at all, is 
pronounced Khufu. Cheops (the "ch" should also be sounded as "kh") is the 


Greek form used by Herodotus. 


Herodotus, incidentally, seems to have been the first who told stories about 


the pyramid which do not strictly jibe with the truth. 


"One of the most frequently repeated stories,” to quote Prof. Selim Hassan, 
from an article in the Egyptian monthly The Scribe, February, 1956, "is that 
in order to build the pyramid, Khufu closed the temples and enslaved the 
whole population to work as slave-laborers on its construction. This story 
has been going the rounds since the middle of the Fifth Century B.C., when 
the Greek traveler and historian Herodotus visited Egypt and evidently fell 


into the hands of a typical dragoman, who, like his modern descendants, 
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thought that a few sensational stories would earn him a bigger tip from the 


gullible stranger." 


They probably did, but because more than a score of centuries had gone by 
since the actual work, the Egyptian may easily have believed his own 


stories. 


A dozen centuries after Herodotus, other travelers came and saw the 
pyramids. Apparently no stories were told any more, and though the 
travelers probably saw examples of hieroglyphic writing, there was nobody 
on Earth then who could read it. Consequently they wondered about the 


nature and the purpose of these structures. 


Christian travelers, remembering their Bible, theorized that these must have 
been the giant storehouses for grain which Joseph had built to combat the 
forthcoming seven-year famine. Moslem philosophers remembered the older 
writings, too, but evolved a different explanation. There may have been 
kings not mentioned in these writings and the prophets of these kings must 
have told them about the future coming of the deluge. The kings then 


ordered the pyramids built as refuges from the coming flood. 


Some less learned people reasoned that anything so massive must guard 
great wealth in gold and jewels, and they drew practical conclusions from 


their opinion, sometimes with success. 
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All these speculations dealt with pyramids in general, the pyramids of Egypt 
which extend over an area of 40 miles from north to south along the Nile 
(ten times as much if you include a few far to the south near Thebes and 
Edfu). The speculations of the last century are restricted to just one 


pyramid, that of Khufu. 


The one who started it may have been, in all innocence, the famous 
astronomer Sir William Herschel. In his time, nobody knew just how old the 
pyramids were. The only thing that was certain was that they had already 
been old in the time of Herodotus. Herschel, learning that the entrance to the 
pyramid of Khufu formed a rather steep incline, may have been reminded of 
his telescopes and he wondered which star one might see if one were 


standing on the bottom of the entrance. 


Some rather tedious calculations provided an answer. Looking through that 
shaft, an observer would have seen the star alpha Draconis, if the year were 
2160 B.C. Herschel then stated that the pyramid may have been built in that 


year. 


We now know that it is much older. 


But Herschel’s attempt to date the building of the pyramid on astronomical 


grounds took hold—long after his death. 


It was in 1859 that John Taylor, a London publisher and book-dealer, 
published a book which he had written himself. It bore the title The Great 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 127 Summer 2021 


Pyramid, Why was it built and Who built it? His conclusion was that the 
pyramid had been built for the purpose of embodying a few important 
measurements. If Taylor had been an American, he might have said that it 
was the Egyptian equivalent of the Bureau of Standards, with the additional 
twist that all the standards are "classified information” not meant for the 


average dumb citizen. 


In the course of his romancing, John Taylor discovered that the Egyptians 
must have used the same units of measurement as the English—or at least 
the more important of these units—and he succeeded in finding a unit which 
had been lost. In England at that time, a Quarter was used as a measurement 
for wheat. Taylor said, "A quarter of what?" and found the answer: The 
original "whole," four Quarters of wheat, was the "so-called" sarcophagus of 


the pharaoh. 


Taylor also found that the height of the pyramid (which he overestimated by 
a few feet) was 1/270,000 of the circumference of the Earth. Here one can 
only say, "Why not?" for the height of the pyramid obviously must be some 


fraction of the circumference (or of the diameter) of the Earth. 


Taylor was willing to admit that a few such things could be coincidences. To 
feel sure that 1t was planned, he looked for something which could not be a 
coincidence—or so he thought—and he found one, too. The square of the 
height of the pyramid, compared to the area of one of its triangular faces, 


demonstrated the "Golden Section." 
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That "Golden Section" had been around ever since the days of Euclid and 
had at irregular intervals taken hold of somebody's imagination. (At present, 


hardly anyone pays any attention to it.) 


Let's first see what the term means (Fig. 1: The Golden Section). 


MAJOR = MINOR B 


Fig. 1: The Golden Section 


We have here a distance AB which is to be divided according to the Golden 
Section. To do so, we erect a vertical line in B which is precisely half as long 
as AB. The rest of the construction can be read off the diagram. The result is 
that the distance called the minor has the same proportion to the major as the 
major has to the total, namely AB. And if we now subtract the minor from 


the major, we have divided the major according to the Golden Section. 
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The golden section was publicized for the first time by an Italian, Luca 
Pacioli, who may be the inventor of double-entry bookkeeping; at any rate, 
this method appears in print for the first time in one of his books. After 
having produced this boon for tax collectors and merchants, he intended to 
bestow a similar boon to artists with a book called De Divina Proportione, 


published in 1509 with illustrations by his friend Leonardo da Vinci. 


Pacioli tried to show—and succeeded to a good extent— that most of the 
things we consider "beautiful" are constructed in accordance with the 
Golden Section when broken down into measurements. The numerical 
relationship of the Golden Section is about 3 to 8 and, for centuries, all 
books did correspond to it. European books still do, at least more often than 
American books. The only book in my library which is of American origin 


and which shows that proportion is the World Almanac. 


The next time the Golden Section was consciously "rediscovered" by the 
artists, or more precisely by the theorists of art, was around the middle of the 
nineteenth century, just the time in which John Taylor wrote. It cannot be 
said that his book was a success and it probably would have been forgotten 
completely if it had not been for Charles Piazzi Smyth, at that time 


Astronomer Royal for Scotland. 


Smyth was the son of an admiral and he happened to be born in Italy. His 
godfather at the christening was Father Giuseppe Piazzi, the discoverer of 
the asteroid Ceres, the first asteroid to be found. Father Piazzi said then that 


he hoped that the child would become an astronomer. 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 130 Summer 2021 


Charles Piazzi Smyth did become an astronomer and, as an astronomer, he 
made important contributions to spectroscopy, then a very new science. He 
also deserves much credit for advocating an innovation which now seems 


obvious to us —building observatories on high mountains. 


At the age of forty, Smyth came across John Taylor's book and became 
enchanted with it. Thinking and dreaming about it, he quickly convinced 
himself that Taylor had barely scratched the surface. He thought and 
calculated and worked and, in 1864, he wrote a 600-page book called Our 


Inheritance in the Great Pyramid. 


It was a great success and its awed readers learned that the main item in the 
plan for the Great Pyramid had been nothing less than the squaring of the 
circle. Smyth said that the bottom square of the pyramid represented—or, 
rather, was equal to—the circumference of a circle drawn with the height of 


the pyramid as its radius. 


Whoever read this with a critical or just an open eye should have stopped 
right there. Maybe the base of the pyramid measured 3055.24 feet, as Prof. 
Smyth said, but how about the height? The outer casing and with it the point 
of the pyramid were missing. Therefore the height could not be measured 
directly. Of course if the casing had been there, one could have measured the 


slope angle and calculated the height from that. 
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The slope angle must have been near 52 °, so Smyth said that it originally 
was 51 ° 51' 14. 3" which produced a height of 486.256 feet. Therefore the 
ratio of height to circumference corresponded to two pi. Insisting that this 
could not be a coincidence and apparently unaware of the fact that he 
himself had not found the figure but put it in, Smyth went on to other 


discoveries. 


At the base, one side of the pyramid measured 763.81 feet. The Egyptians 
naturally had not used feet as a unit of measurement; it must have been 
something else. Smyth divided these 763.81 feet by 365.2422 and got a unit 
he called the "pyramid meter." Why this figure? Obviously the builders of 
the pyramid had wanted to express the number of days in the year by the 


base line. 


Dividing the pyramid meter into 25 equal parts, Smyth obtained the pyramid 
inch, which, by a strange coincidence, differed from the English inch by just 
1/1000th of an inch. Obviously the English still used the pyramid inch, but 
had not kept its length accurately through the millennia. It had shrunk by 
1/10th of one per cent. 


Having the "pyramid meter" and the "pyramid inch," Smyth really got going. 


Multiply the pyramid inch by 107 and you have the length of the polar axis 
of the Earth. 
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Multiply the pyramid inch by the height of the pyramid (in pyramid inches, 
of course) and then multiply that figure by 10? and you get the distance from 
the Earth to the Sun. (The result is 91.84 million miles, which is neither 


perihelion nor aphelion nor mean distance.) 


Express the cubic content of the pyramid in cubic inches and you have the 


total number of all people that have lived on Earth since the Creation. 


As for the so-called sarcophagus, it was not only the original standard for 
volumetric measurements, according to Smyth. It was more. Its volume, 
expressed in cubic pyramid meters, was precisely 5.7, which looks like a 
wrong figure until you realize that this 1s the specific gravity of the Earth as 


a whole! (Actually the density of the Earth is 5.52.) 


One reader, by profession an engineer, wrote later that Smyth's treatise cost 
him the better part of a night and that it had the result that he "did not fall 
asleep in my bed but in a medley of endless decimals, triangles and circles, 
complicated by polar diameters and astronomical distances; dealing with 
empty granite sarcophagi and pharaohs with mile-long measuring rods 


marching through space with the luminous eyes of prophets." 
He realized that Smyth had "found" his "cosmic figures" in the pyramid by 


putting them in, in the first place. But he also said that he had the faint 


feeling that something still needed to be explained. 
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Fig. 2: Piazzi Smyth's construction of squaring 
the circle with the aid of the Great Pyramid. 


It was explained several decades later by the Egyptologist Ludwig 
Borchardt, who approached the whole problem from the opposite direction. 
He asked just what unit the Egyptians had actually used in building. 
Moreover, he wanted to know just how far advanced their mathematics had 


been. 


As for the unit of measurement, he found that they used the ell. There was a 
minor complication in that it seemed that they had used two different kinds 
of ells. One had a length of seven palms, the other of six palms. Although 
the six-palm ell corresponds better to reality (an ell is the length from the 
elbow to the tip of the longest finger), the seven palm ell was used for 


construction, at least for large buildings. 
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In our measurement, the "royal ell" of seven palms is a little less than 21 
inches. Borchardt used 525 millimeters as an approximation. Then the palm 
would be 75 millimeters or just about three inches. Each palm, in turn, was 
divided into four fingers, which would measure 19 millimeters each if the 


figure for the royal ell of 525 millimeters is accepted. 
At any event, the ell had seven palms or 28 "fingers." 


As regards Egyptian arithmetic, we know that they could handle simple 
fractions like 1/2, 1/3, 1/4, etc., and fractions like 3/4 (namely 1 minus 1/4) 
or 2/3 (1 minus 1/3). When it comes to pyramids, we have a few examples in 
the famous Papyrus Rhind which, while old, is probably a good deal 
younger than the pyramid. 


Example No. 36 in the Papyrus Rhind requested the pupil to calculate the 
slope of a pyramid with a base length of 360 ells and a height of 250 ells. A 
modern high school boy would reach for the logarithm table and come up 
(unless he made a mistake) with the answer 54 14' 46". The Egyptian 


advanced pupil answered 5 1/25 palms. 
S means an abandoned burial chamber (unfinished), Q is the so-called 


Queens chamber, never used, K the King's chamber. The two shafts to the 


Kings chamber were for ventilation. 
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Fig. 3: Cross section of Khufu's pyramid. 


Example No. 58 said that the base length was 140 ells and the height 93 1/3 


ells. The answer was 5 1/4 palms. 


And example No. 59 (no doubt dealing with a backyard pyramid) gave 12 
ells as the length of the base line and 8 ells as the height. The answer was 


also 5 1/4 palms. 

What do these answers mean? 

The answer is given in Fig. 4: The Slope of the Pyramid. The answer meant 
that the slope of the pyramid was so many palms from a vertical line one ell 


in height. That this is correct is proved by the fact that measuring triangles 


for the use of builders and masons have been found which corresponded to 
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slopes of 5, 5 1/4, etc., palms, all rather awkward angles if expressed in 


degrees and minutes of arc. 


The slope of the Great Pyramid was quite close to 52”. For lack of the 
casing, one could not be any more precise than that. A slope of 5 1/2 palms 


produces an angle of 51 ° 50.6". 


And that would have made the pyramid 280 ells high, a neat, even figure— 


in Egyptian measurements, that is. 


Now remember that John Taylor had proclaimed that the pyramid 
represented the golden section. Prof. Smyth had proclaimed that it 
represented pi. Since it cannot possibly do both, Borchardt calculated what 
the respective angles would have to be and how the measurements would 
have come out in Egyptian ells. The result surprised everybody. You find it 


clearly demonstrated in this table: 


SLOPE 
tor fi for 535 palms golden section 
slope angle 51° 51.2" 51% 30.0" 51° 40.6 
slope (Egyptian) 4.4079 FP. 5.5000 F, 5.5031 P, 
base line for 
280 elle hercht 430.82 E, 490 440,24 E. 


Small wonder that people were led astray if the pi slope, the Golden Section 
slope and the simple Egyptian slope were practically the same. They are so 
much alike that it is impossible to distinguish them on a drawing of anything 
like publishable size. 
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That they did not "intend" to build a pi slope is also clear from the Papyrus 
Rhind, where the ratio we now call pi appears in examples No. 41, 48 and 50 
in the form that 8/9" of the diameter of a circle is the side of a square of 
equal area. In our notation, this makes pi equal to 3.1604, which is too large. 
If they had tried for the pi slope, it would have been a different pyramid, 
considering their idea of the value of pi. There is no way of saying whether 


they knew the golden section, but it is not even remotely likely. 


Fig. 4: The Slope of the Pyramid 


We are left then with the realization that Khufu's builders were extremely 
skilled workers, but that they did not try to hide any cosmic secrets. And 
where did they acquire their skill? Well, while the Great Pyramid is the 
biggest and one of the oldest pyramids, there had been considerable practice 


in building before. The pyramid had forerunners, called Mastabas (Fig. 5). 
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No. 1 shows a cross section of the mastaba of King Mena of the First 
Dynasty. It is just a subterranean burial chamber covered by a solid slab of 
mud brick. No. 2 is the mastaba of King Djer of the First Dynasty and No. 3 
the mastaba of King Den, also of the First Dynasty. You can see how the 
pyramid shape was gradually approached. No. 4 is the tomb of King Zoser 
of the Third Dynasty; I called it "tomb" for, as can be seen, it is hard to 
decide whether this was still a rather complicated mastaba or a pyramid 


without casing. 


Fig. 5: Forerunner of the pyramids, tlie niastabas. 


The first pyramid which did have a casing, filling in the steps, was that of 
King Snefru of the Fourth Dynasty, the same dynasty to which King Khufu 
belonged. 
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I said earlier that Herodotus was probably told a tall tale when he was 
informed that the whole nation was drafted by Khufu to build his pyramid. It 
was an unlikely story in the first place, for one can assume that a pharaoh 


knew better than to ruin all commerce for years. 


But then who did provide the muscle power? No doubt that slaves did work 
on the pyramid; this is only logical for a slaveholding society. But slaves in 


general also had other vital things to do. 


The most likely answer is that the local fellahin, the peasants, were 


employed once a year. 


When the Nile flooded the country, the circumstances were proper for 
floating in the building blocks. And it was also the time when the fellahin 
had to sit idle, precisely because their fields were flooded, making it logical 
to employ them for this period. Maybe the word "employ" is not quite right. 
They were probably drafted. But we now know that they were paid, mostly 


in food and clothing. 


It is still probable that the overseers carried whips. But they also carried, in 
the last stages of the building, the triangles made for a slope of 5 1/2 palms 
per ell of vertical height, the proportion which was destined to cause so 


much confusion thousands of years later. 
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Some Pictorials from 1897 by Frank Eugene 


Self-Portrait with Box Camera 
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Novella 
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On the Pedestal by Patrick Bruskiewich 


“The greatest gift one friend can give to another is happiness. ” 


This past July I was able to bring happiness in a rather unique way to a 
friend of an artist friend of mine. My artist friend”s friend was single, and 
enduring her 30” birthday. Enduring perhaps is too light a word to describe 
her angst, for like most women who fret about their “biological clock” the 
birthday girl was not happy with her present state of affairs. In fact 1t was 
her lack of affairs and the two long and lonely years since she had had a 
steady boy friend, or shared a bed with a man, that left her very despondent. 
My friend told me the birthday girl needed tender loving care, and a great 


deal of cheering up. 


My artist friend understood this and took it upon herself to organize a very 
unique and special thirtieth birthday for her friend. This is where I came in. 
In the past I have sat as a figurative model for my friend the artist. She is a 
sculptor and quite a good one, specializing in busts and small figurines. She 
is from Russia and has lived in Vancouver for around fifteen years. She 
herself is in her mid-thirties, has a nine year old daughter and is separated 
from her Russian sculptor husband. They had met when they were both at 
art school in Moscow. He was the brash son of a middling Soviet painter 
and she was someone from a small Siberian town that was chasing her 
dreams. They had been married since she was eighteen. Their marriage had 
been a convenient one so that they could share a flat and get by on their 


meager artistic earnings. While they were married her Casanova husband 
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had had a long series of flings with his artist’s models, a good fifty he had 
boasted to me, and well, his most recent conquest had just bore him an 
illegitimate son. The two were now separated for a few months. A fling 
with a young and beautiful artist model was one thing; a baby was another 
thing all together. The model was a student at one of the art colleges and as a 
result the father of the baby boy was black-balled from teaching at that 
college, and for good reason. The model dropped out of the art college to 


escape the humiliation and the scorn. 


As a sculptor, my artist friend does pottery, hand crafted clay figurines and 
the occasional pour of brass. She also does her own version of plaster of 
Paris, both miniature and life size fantasy figures, that express the whimsy of 
the female psyche. As a sculptor she cannot survive merely on ‘one-ofs. 
There are just not enough patrons of fine art in Vancouver for any artists to 


survive with large and significant works of art. 


There was no choice for her but to follow in Andy Warhol’s footsteps and 
live ‘The Factory” mentality. My artist friend recently bought herself a 
second hand pottery kiln and has plans ‘to conquer the world with her 
product.” She has made arrangements with stores down the Pacific Coast to 
sell ‘her product.’ She admits this is bad for the artist soul, but is good for 
the bottom line. She now has to provide for her family, for her Casanova ex- 


husband cannot. 


This past year I had sat for my artist friend as she did a series of drawings of 


the Minotaur. I agreed to do this after she showed me some Minotaur 
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paintings she had done in the Picasso style. If she hadn’t told me the 
Minotaur paintings were hers I would never have known they were not by 
Picasso. Picasso had been her heartfelt inspiration when she was growing up 
in cold and barren Siberia, and at one time she had visions of following in 
his footsteps. However, four years at a Soviet style art college in Moscow 
had rid her of ‘the bourgeois decadence of Picasso.’ She could only rebel so 
much before they pulled her works from the college showings. Without 
showings an artist cannot become known. If they are unknown they die 


impoverished, forgotten and embittered. 
My artist friend was not interested in martyrdom. 
One day, out of the blue, and some weeks after our most recent drawing 
session, my sculptor friend texted me out the blue. Her text came on a 
Thursday evening around midnight. 
When I receive texts so late in the evening I know something is up. If you 
have artists as friends you know that they are eccentric and quirky people. 
The text conversation went something like this ... 

“Help! Can you sit for me this weekend?” 


“Sure. What's the panic? 


“Can you spare a few hours to sit at a friend”s birthday party?” 
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“T have never done anything like that before. Is it important for you?” 
“Yes she’s a close friend. Please!” 
“Sounds like fun. Tell me more.” 
“It’s her thirtieth. She needs some cheering up.” 
“How much cheering up?” 
“Lot’s, she thinks she is over the hill at thirty.” 
“Lol. Loin cloth or no loin cloth?” 
“Loin cloth ... to begin with. ” 
I smiled for a knew that while most drawing sessions started with a modest 
me, the artist”s tended to tug at the ribbons protecting my modesty and well, 
voila, Michelangelo’s David. 
“If your daughter is there it has to be loin cloth.” 
Her daughter was a precocious nine years old. When I had previously sat for 
my artist friend her daughter had kicked up a fuss, wanting to come and do 


some life drawing. Her mother and I both agreed it was not right to let her — 


she was far too young. I understand the nine year old took to using some of 
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her mother”s life drawing books to assuage her feminine curiosity, and her 


artistic sensibilities. 


> 


“She's going to be at a sleep over at her friend”s place.” 


“When the birthday party?” 


“Saturday night, from 6 to 10.” 


“You sure left things for the last minute.” 


“Are you free?” 


“I will have to rearrange some plans, but yes I am. Where is it?” 


“Thanks. My atelier, where else?” 


“Not at someone”s home?” 


“Lol. Maybe next time. ” 


“How many “artists”?” 


You might note that I paraphrased the word ‘artist’. I suspected there would 
be one artist and three rabbits — her and her three friends. What’s a rabbit 
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you may ask? It is a soft furry animal, pink in all the right places, and with a 


sexual appetite. 


“Four ... including myself.” 


“What do you offer me in return?” 


“Gulp ... What do you want?” 


“A piece of birthday cake ... and a bit of fun.” 


“You can have two pieces of birthday cake. How much fun do you want?” 


“Be creative ... tickle my fancy ...” 


“Then we are on?” 


“Sure. What do you have in mind in the way of art?” 


“We’ll do a sculpture ... naturally” 


I smiled. The world naturally told me that the rabbits would be hopping and 


someone would tug at the ribbons. 


“A sculpture of what?” 
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“Something classical perhaps.” 
“Count me in.” 
“Can you come by a bit earlier on Saturday? 
“When would you like me to be there?” 
“How about five? 
“I work until four. I will try to be at your atelier around five thirty.” 
“Spaciba.” 
In case you are wondering, Spaciba means, it means ‘thank you’ in Russian. 
When I sat for her I asked her to teach me some Russian. I had learned 
perhaps a dozen words, spaciba being one of them. 
When I received my artist friend’s text I was safely tucked into bed. I sleep 
sans habillement as the French would say. I set my cell phone down on my 
coffee table and turned over and tucked myself under the covers. Then, and 
only then did I realize I could not sleep on my stomach ... at least for a little 


while. 


The thought of being an artist’s model at a birthday party like this gave me 


such pleasant dreams that night. In one of the dreams I swear I was a male 
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concubine to a rich princess. What did Sigmund Freud once say about the 
interpretation of dreams ... that they ultimately reflected our conscious 


angsts. 


So began one of the most enjoyable experiences of my life. My artist friend 
texted me on a Thursday night and two evenings hence I was going to sit and 
be the inspiration for a woman’s thirtieth birthday gift. And I needed a new 
loin cloth. Somehow I had mislaid the one I used when I last sat for my 
sculptor friend. I suspected I had left the loin cloth behind and her daughter 
had pinched it. The last time I sat the daughter happened into the atelier 
unexpectedly and had caught a glimpse of the backside of me, the cheeky 
little monkey. I had wondered how long she had been standing behind the 
partition before she barged in our drawing session. I also wondered if she 


had seen too much in profile. 


The daughter had arrived uninvited and wanted to do some life drawing and 
was upset at her mother for not letting her draw. I had seen some of her 
daughter’s artwork. She was an artist in her own right and I suspected she 
might one day in the not too distant future eclipse her mother given half a 
chance, but hers was a tender age for drawing life and well ... her mother 


did not want to get her interested in the birds and the bees just yet. 


She had caught a glimpse of the best of me as I scrambled into my robe. I 
think I had set my loin cloth atop the robe and in the confusion it fell to the 
floor behind the pedestal. I can imagine the daughter serendipitously 


collecting it up as a trophy. But being a gentle soul, I thought it best not to 
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not to ask for it back. I also did not want to know why she wanted to keep it. 


I might day have the courage to ask her, but not today. 


I spent Friday night getting ready for the birthday party by sewing a new 
loin cloth. Depending on the session there is a loin cloth for every occasion. 
If I am expected to move about and take crazy poses I normally wear a g- 
string, with a close fit, which I had bought at the store. It had spandex 
strings. À g-string is for modeling for an animation class, or doing the crazy 
academic poses. I can stay tucked into a g-string. If I am just sitting or 
standing about I feel comfortable in a loin cloth. A man has to be careful 
with a loin cloth lest something fall out — what do they call it — a costume 


malfunction. 


That Friday night I sewed new loin cloths with red ribbons to replace the one 
that had been pinched by the artist’s daughter. I sewed two that night in fact, 
for the first one I had made a mistake and it was not enough of a triangle and 
well, when I tried it on once I was a bit aroused, soft and immodest things 
started to pop out. The second loin cloth had a bigger triangle and more 


space and even when aroused I managed to stay modest. 


The second one is the loin cloth I decided to wear at the birthday party. I did 
not see myself having to take crazy poses and I planned to stay modest, at 
least until the loin cloth was removed. With the more ample loin cloth I 
figure everything would stay tucked in. If the ‘artists’ wanted me less 


modest they could tug on the two bows on the red ribbons ... 
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On Saturday afternoon the clock crept through the afternoon. I managed to 
leave a bit later than expected for the atelier through no fault of my own. I 
was delayed by a few minutes at work, and then missed the bus I wanted to 
take by mere seconds. I had to wait fifteen minutes for the next bus into 
downtown. Just like watching a boiling kettle distorts your sense of time, 
waiting for a bus and the trying to rush across a major metropolis on a bus 
will do that as well. All I could think of while the minutes ticked away was 
will I ruin the birthday party if I arrive late? I texted my artist friend that I 


was on my way and not to fret. 


Despite the difficulties of traveling across town at Saturday rush hour to her 
atelier near Commercial Street, I managed to get to there a mere quarter hour 


before the arrival of the guests and the start of the birthday party. 


Taking the bus across town to Commercial means going down Hastings 
Street, and in particular through the intersection of Main and Hastings. That 
part of town is known as the Downtown East Side. It is poverty incarnate. I 
can’t bring myself to look around at the abject poverty and so I tucked my 
nose in a pocket book I had brought for me just for that purpose. Things 
would be twice as bad later that night when I did the return trip. When the 


sun goes down the real monsters emerge out of the Downtown East Side. 


I tried to take my mind off of this angst by thinking what lay ahead for me at 
the atelier. If you have ever sat as an artist’s model you know that the 
clothes we wear day to day leave welts and impressions on our skin that take 


some time to disappear. For women it is the underwire on their brassiere, 
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and things like that. For men it might be the belt on our pants or the seam of 
our under garments. Men's boxers leave a welt around the belt area. 
Women have it sorted right when they wear g-strings. But if a man wore 
such a thing for more than an hour or two, his voice would go up an octave 


or two, and his chances of becoming a father would quickly diminish. 


When I sit for an artist I undress and then wrap myself in a robe and stand or 
walk about for a good thirty minutes to rid myself of any unsightly welts or 
impressions left on my body. I also bring slippers. Most artist ateliers have 
cold concrete as the floor. Standing about helps to calm sexual energy. 
Nothing is more distracting to artists then when their male model is aroused. 
I found with experience that meditation and listening to classical music also 
does the trick. I knew to bring Mozart CD's to the atelier where I sit. I also 
drink tea to keep myself warm and to hydrate myself. Nervous energy 
causes one to lose body heat faster than normal when you are an artist’s 
model. For the first bit of a session the adrenaline keeps you warm. The 


second half you can get through by sipping herbal tea. 


Luckily I had arrived a quarter hour before the guests. Just before we were to 
start the session I skinnied into my loin cloth, wrapped myself in my robe 
and then took up position just behind the partition at the back of the atelier. 
I was shivering ever so slightly, but I did not know whether it was because 
the atelier was a bit chilly, or whether it was because I was nervous for what 


awaited me. I guess a little of both. 
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I only had to wait for a few minutes behind the partition for the guests to 
arrive. The three other women all arrived together a few minutes before six. 
From my hidden place I could clearly hear their voices. There was a lot of 
giggling and feminine energy. I spied the three women from my vantage 
point. Two of the three women were looking past my artist friend, while the 


birthday girl stayed focused on her. 


The two other women were obviously in the know and were trying to sneak 
a peek at me. I decided to be a bit cheeky with them and pulled open my 
robe. I inched a bare leg around the edge of the partition. I undid the ribbon 
on that side of the loin cloth and slowly started to move my pelvis to the 
edge. I placed my hand over the best of me and then stood half aside and 
half behind the edge of the partition. Then I inched myself back behind the 
partition, and moved my hand away from the best of me in such a way that 
they were titillated but not gratified by my tease. I then put back on the loin 
cloth. For the next minute or so they would believe their model would start 


the session immodest. 


When I had arrived I had seen that the atelier had been decorated for the 
occasion. There at the centre of the atelier had been placed the model”s 
pedestal. On top of it was placed a tray of hors d’oeuvres which I knew 


would have to be moved if I were to stand there. 


If the birthday girl suspected anything, I could not tell it by her voice. She 


had not seen me as I teased her two friends. It was easy to imagine that the 
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three women in the know were toying with the birthday girl when she asked 


“what are we going to do?” 


“Be patient. You’ll find out,” they told her, with an edge of intrigue. Only a 
naive innocent would miss the nuances of what might be in store for her 


when having a birthday party in an artists atelier. 


The birthday girl was named Ruth. When I heard her name for the first time 
I had visions of a rather plain, big-boned kind of a girl who still tugged at 
her mother”s skirt. She looked exactly like that. She had long black hair and 
black eyes and wore a simple dress that did not in any way show her to be 


feminine. She also had that nervous energy that a Jewish princess has. 


The other two women were named Jessi and Sophia. I had not met the two 
of them either. Before they arrived I imagined them to be less homely than 
Ruth, if only because I had been told they were both married. Jessi was a 
brunette with a big buffoon hairstyle and Sophia was a blonde with a 
Marilyn Monroe coiffure. I could imagine Jessi to be a Canadian girl, born 
and raised in Vancouver, and very much a product of her environment. 
Sophia looked very much a Russian girl with her blonde hair and blue green 
eyes. She spoke with a Slavic accent that went well with her Slavic dress 
and her Slavic airs. And my artist friend is, well, is my artist friend ... no 


names please. 


It took a few minutes for the birthday girl to settle herself into the venue 


when Sophia produced a blindfold and told Ruth she was in for a big 
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birthday surprise. With some pomp and ceremony Ruth let herself be 
blindfolded. Then they took the hors d’oeuvres off the pedestal and I was 
ushered out of my lair. I walked around the partition and up to the base of 
the pedestal. It was only then that I took off my robe, gave it to my artist 
friend and stepped up into the light of day. 


I hadn’t expected to be so physical, climbing up on the pedestal, and well 
some of me popped out from under the loin cloth. This elicited a giggle 


from Jessi which caught Ruth’s attention. 
“What's going on?” Ruth asked, trying to peek from under her blindfold. 
Jessi responded “be patient, you’ll soon find out.” 


Sophia offered me her hand to steady myself as I climbed up onto the 
pedestal. Her hand was warm like mine and I smiled at her to thank her for 
her courtesy. She gave me a lovely smile back. Her teeth were perfect. She 
was admiring my little bit of immodesty ... if I indeed were a sculpture my 


two stones splayed out of the loin cloth ... She was blushing. 


When I was safely atop the pedestal, and had tucked myself back into my 
loin cloth, I took up the pose of Michelangelo’s David. Then Jessi 
removed the blindfold from Ruth who gave an astonished performance that I 


knew was sincere. 


“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “For me!” 
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“This is your birthday gift,” my artist friend said to Ruth as she pointed at 


me. 


“What a marvelous gift,” Ruth said as they clapped her hands. She hugged 
her friends one by one. Then she turned back to look at me. “I have never 
had such a wonderful gift before.” When she said this for some reason I 


thought back to my dream of being a male concubine for a princess. 


“Tonight the four of us are going to do a sculptor of Michelangelo’s David.” 


my artist friend continued. 


“That will be so much fun!” Ruth was over the moon in her delight. 


I was not looking down as Ruth said this, peering instead into the distance in 
an effort to disengage myself from the here, and the now. The first few 
minutes of an art session 1s always the most difficult even for an experienced 
model as they try to come to terms with their surroundings and not become 


overly stimulated. 


Right from the beginning of the session I knew it was going to be hard for 
me not to be aroused. I started to stir under the loin cloth. It is hard to hide 
this from artists, especially 1f they are women. But these were not artists. 
Their appetites were there and the rabbits began to hop about the moment 
their indulgence was made known to them. Perhaps I was partly to blame 


for this because of the tease I had given Jessi and Sophia. 
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I hope the rabbits did not want to nibble on any carrots, I thought. I would 
try my best not to make them hunger for a nibble. Other men would 
probably let them nibble, but I am Catholic and I did not want to be too 
sinful in my life lest St. Peter take offence at some of my failings and 


shortcomings and bar my entrance into paradise. 

I knew it was Ruth that would have the biggest appetite. After all it was her 
party and I was her gift. I could tell she could not wait to unwrap me, and 
take pleasure in me. 

“This is simply marvelous,” she said. 


“It is isn’t it,” Jessi agreed. 


“We arranged him just for you ...” Sophia chimed. “We thought this would 


cheer you up.” 


My artist friend harped “ ... he is my model and has helped me out ...” 


“Helped you out,” teased Jessi. “Helped you out how I may ask.” She had a 
sly grin on her face. “Like his model helped your ...” 


“Jessi!” my artist friend exclaimed, interrupting her. “He has helped me out 


by sitting for me a few times his year, so I could draw.” 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 163 Summer 2021 


“Have you slept with him,” whispered Sophia. I don’t think she expected 
that I could hear her question. I cleared my throat and Sophia looked up at 
me. I took that moment to adjust my loin cloth, given the four woman a 


brief glimmer. 


“No I haven't slept with him. Why should I?” My artist friend was angry 
being asked the question. “You should know better than to ask.” 


99 


“Well your Casanova ...” Sophia did not have a chance to finish her 
sentence. My artist friend had raised a finger at her to stop her. Then she 
put the finger to her lips and said “Shhhhh. I don’t want to be reminded 


what he has done.” 


“Here,” I said. I handed my artist friend my robe and she hung it up on a 


hook on the partition. 


“The model has a voice ... does he have a name?” Ruth asked. 


I looked over at my artist friend before answering. “Tonight my name is 


David.” 


I was not about to share my intimate details with this hungry rabbit. As a 
rule I separated my artistic life from my real one and tried to keep the two 
apart. I admit I have a few artist friends who visit me from time to time, but 
some, like the artist whose atelier I was sitting in, had not had as yet, a 


chance to visit me. In her case I wanted to stay at arm’s length lest either of 
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us be tempted to share a bed. Sex complicates friendship and I wanted to 


stay friends with this talented sculptor. 


After hanging the robe she walked back to beside the pedestal. The three 
other woman were milling around the pedestal studying me intimately. I 
half expected one of them to reach out and touch me. There was an 
awkward silence of perhaps twenty seconds. 

It was Ruth who broke the silence. “Does he have to ... you know ...” 


asked Ruth. 


I glanced down at her and knew what she was thinking. She wasn’t staring 
at my face. She was starring at that part of me midway between my navel 
and my knees, modestly hidden away behind the small fold of the loin cloth, 
and held up by a simple red crimson ribbon with a bow on one hip and 
another on the other one. I stirred underneath the loin cloth and Ruth 


noticed that. 


“What?” my artist friend asked even though she knew what Ruth was 
thinking.. 


“Does he have to wear that?” I was still peering down as Ruth pointed at my 


loin cloth. I stirred again. 


“For now ... at least.” 
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Ruth smiled when she understood the import of ‘for now ... at least.’ The 
birthday girl walked closer and now was nearly touching the pedestal with 
her hip. I could see her at the corner of my eye. She eyed the ribbons and 
passed her tongue hungrily across her lips. I swear she was wiggling her 


nose like a hungry rabbit. 


I was wondering what she was doing standing beside me like that when I 
realized that she could probably see past the edge of the loin cloth and was 
trying to catch a glimmer of me. I moved my leg a bit, but not to hide myself 
but to tease her. Then I reached down to adjust my loin cloth pulling it away 
from my body for a split second so that she was titillated. From where she 


stood she probably thought me to be elephantine. 


I heard a sigh from Ruth. It was the sigh of someone who knew they were 


so close to their desires, yet so far away from them at the same time. 


I looked down at Ruth and swear she wrinkled her nose like a hungry rabbit 
again. In fact, the three women, Ruth, Jessi and Sophia all seem to be doing 
this from time to time as well. Perhaps it was my pheromones that caused 
them to do this. I could feel myself wet as a man aroused. Or maybe it was 
the pheromones of the three women themselves standing before their semi- 
draped model. I had already sat for my artist friend and so knew what I was 


all about. 


My inner voice was telling me to tread carefully. The other three women 


wanted such intimacy as well, but not as an artist would with a model. In 
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their eyes I was not un objet d’art, but un objet d’amour. Their expectations 
were totally different, especially the birthday girl. God only knows what she 
expected of me! I grimaced and thought, ‘it was going to be a long and most 


likely riotous evening.’ 


I have had long and riotous nights before while standing in as an artist’s 
model. A few months back, to help out some artist friends, I had danced 
burlesque at a contest and won first prize. The burlesque routine was called 
The Artist Model and was performed to Gabriel’s Oboe played by Yo Yo 
Ma. I had decided to be so bold not only on a whimsy but also because my 
artist friends were too proud to accept a gift, although they were too poor to 
begin with. They had just had a unplanned baby boy and well, their 


financial situation was dreary. 


The day after I won the $ 500 first prize dancing burlesque I gave it to the 
mother of the little baby and told her if she needed any more all she had to 
do was ask. The father of the illegitimate child was il Casanova. He was so 
angry with me for doing this that I was told me never to visit his studio 
again. “You have embarrassed me in front of everyone,” he bellowed. 
Excuse me! He had embarrassed himself and in doing so wrecked his 
perfectly good marriage. How did I meet him? Through a friend who had 
sat for him for a figurative sculptor. She invited me to come and chaperone 
her as she stood for him (she literally was standing not sitting). Il Casanova 


was making moves on her and well she needed someone to distract him. 
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That where I came in. I agreed to sit for him as he did a bust of me and my 
hat from the shoulders up. That gave an out for my model friend who had 
gotten tired of his mischief. Things were fine until I gave the mother of his 
illegitimate son the $ 500 prize money, quite publicly, and explained 
publicly how I had won it. To tweak his nose a bit that evening I also agree 
to stand as an artist model for a life drawing session in his atelier with the 
proceeds going to the little boy and his mother. At the end of the day my 
generosity earned her a total of $ 750, the prize money and the proceeds 
from the drawing session. There were ten artists each of which paid $ 25 to 
draw that evening — friends, friends of friends, and friends of friends of 


friends — who all knew the proceeds were going to a good cause.. 


In the way of a thank you the mother nursed her little baby at my feet as I 
stood above her sans habillement on the pedestal. I swore there was a halo 
around her angelic head. In response later that evening when everyone had 
gone home I understand il Casanova trashed my bust, and quite violently, 


later that evening. 


Yes, my inner voice was telling me to tread carefully. I was deep in my 
thoughts and somewhere far away when I heard a voice ask “before we 
begin, who wants some wine?” It was Jessi who would serve as the wine 
wench. She poured the four women some Pinot Gris and then poured a fifth 
glass and set it at my feet on the pedestal. I smiled her a thank you. I did 
not want to bend down to pick up the glass lest I fell off the pedestal or 


worst yet fell out of my loin cloth, again. 
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Jessi brushed her hand across my foot. The other three women saw her do 
that. I did not say, or do anything. She was testing me and I was answering 
her in a passive silence. I did not even wince as some other models do when 
they are touched. I just gave her an even bigger smile. I felt goose bumps 
all over my body. There was now an understanding, that as their model I 


would give them some ‘sculptor liberty”. 


What's a sculptor’s liberty? When I sat for my artist friend the first time I 
found out that sculptors need to study the model by touching them from time 
to time. Sketch artists and painters had no reason to approach the model so 
intimately and so there was a wall between them and their model. It was 
different between a sculptor and their model. The sculptor’s liberty was an 
understanding that the artist could touch their model. That meant trying to 


feel the underlying skeleton and overlying musculature. 


The first time I let my sculptor friend touch me was when she wanted to 
study my left knee, both front and back. I was sitting on my right side 
reclined immodestly like a Minotaur. It tickled me when she ran her fingers 
across my knee cap. She asked me if I minded her studying me like this and 
before I even gave it a second’s thought I said ‘no ... I don’t mind.” In the 
space of my sittings for her she had studied most of me, except that most 
intimate place of me. There was a trust that I had for her and a respect that 
she had for me. It made for a good working relationship. Perhaps it had 
crossed her mind to want more from me. When you sit as an artist’s model 


you are vulnerable to the artist’s appetites. You are also honest to your own. 
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I once asked her if she ever sat for drawings. She said she had in the past 
and had even told me she had danced burlesque to pay a few bills, but she 
admitted it had been many years since she had sat as an artist’s model. She 
then asked me why I had asked. I smiled and mentioned that I liked to draw. 


She understood what I was saying and we left it at that. 


The thing is ... she did not say no. I looked across at my artist friend. Her 
back was turned to me. She turned and looked up at me, almost as if she 


could read my mind. 


I guess Sophia needed to make amends for her earlier faux pas and so she 
said “nice wine,” as she swirled the wine around her glass. She took a sip 
then walked over and took my glass up from my feet and offered it up to me. 


I took the glass, took a small sip and gave it back to her. 


“That all?” I nodded. She took the wine glass from me and placed it 
carefully back down at my feet. Then she ran her hand from my knee down 
to my foot. I did not flinch an inch. “You have wonderful muscles.” 
Sophia peered around my leg and looked at my backside. “Lovely.” I could 


feel her hand was very warm. 


Ruth had not noticed our little drama. She now had her back to me. She was 
hungry. “The hors d’oeuvres look wonderful,” she said. And they did. I 
could see the plate being passed around and suddenly felt hungry. I had 


worked all afternoon and in my rush to get here I had not had the chance to 
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grab a bite to eat. My stomach sympathized with my thoughts and suddenly 


gave out a grumble. 


My stomach’s grumble was heard across the room and I was offered a hors 


d’oeuvre. 


“Try the oysters,” my artist friend suggested. The four women giggle in 


unison. 


I nodded and so an oyster in a shell was offered off the plate to me by Ruth. 
She lifted up to me. I leaned down over her, smiled, took it, took hold of 
her hand and over turned the oyster in the palm of her hand. This was 
something she was not expecting. Then I bent forward and leisurely lapped 
the oyster up, tickling the palm of her hand with my tongue. The effect it 
had on Ruth was natural and powerful, for even under the billows of her 


dress her nipples became pronounced and her face went a bright crimson. 


She stuttered as she asked me, “would you ... would you like another one?” 
I nodded and she brought a second oyster in a shell to me. I took it from 
Ruth but this time I overturned it into the palm of my hand and offered it to 
her. My hand was right in front of my loin cloth, within centimeters of the 


best of me. The look of astonishment on Ruth’s face was priceless. 


In her disbelief it was several seconds before she stepped closer to me and 
tried to enjoy her oyster. She bumped my stomach with her forehead. I 


stirred. She bumped me again in her struggle to down the oyster. Her 
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tongue was tickling the palm of my hand. I brought my hand yet closer to 
my body. Her nose was now tickling the best of me through the loin cloth. 
She would be taking in the musky essence of me. I could feel the warmth of 


her face against my belly. 


She finally gulped the oyster down, turned her face and then looked up at me 
from her intimate vantage point. I could feel the warmth of her face on the 
best of me through the loin cloth. I knew deep down she wanted to tear the 
silly thing off there and then. If she had, I could not have stopped her. 
Instead she decided to do the next best thing. She turned to face me, brought 
her hand up and pulled back the front of the loin cloth ever so slightly and 


peered down behind it. 
As she pulled on it I could feel the loin cloth slipping down my hips. I put 
my hands over the two ribbons to make sure she did not tug at them. I 


grabbed the front of the loin cloth to keep it from falling down too far. 


She suddenly looked up at me. “Are you Jewish?” is all she said, in a way 


that sounded like approval. 


I shook my head. “Catholic,” I whispered. She frowned, obviously 
disappointed. 


She looked down again tugging even further on my loin cloth. “I didn’t 


know Catholics cut their boys.” Cut was the last word I expected to hear. 
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The three other women looked at Ruth in surprise. There was an awkward 


silence. 


“Ruth ...” It was Sophia. “You can’t just have it for yourself.” 


“The evenings young ...” said Jessi, sipping the last of her wine. She was 
the only one who had finished their glass of wine. Jessi would be tipsy in 


short order. 


“Shall we get started on the sculpture?” my artist friend asked. 


After a few seconds Ruth let go of the front of the loin cloth and walked 
back to join her friends. I tugged the loin cloth back up onto my hips and as 
I did this I began to feel self-conscious. Maybe this birthday gig wasn’t a 
good idea after all, I thought. The rabbits looked ravenous, they had started 


to hop about, and we hadn’t even started the evening in earnest. 


When you agree to be an artist model in a sense you accept the adage in for a 
penny ... in for a pound. Even with a loin cloth on sitting as an artist’s 
model is a rather courageous thing. It becomes even more interesting when 
the loin cloth comes off. I looked up at the clock on the wall. It was twenty 
minutes past six. I bet the loin cloth would be gone by eight at the latest I 
thought. 
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I then realized that I hadn’t asked how long I would be ‘sitting’ this evening. 
In fact, I should be asking my artist friend how long I would be “standing” 
on this pedestal as they sculpted me. 


My artist friend looked up at me and I smiled back. Hers was a reassuring 
smile. She was reassuring me that things would not get out of hand this 
evening if she could help it. But she was outnumbered three to one and I 
was four to one. Behind my smile and from my present vantage point, I 
knew that I could tease the four women, and get away with it up to a point. 
Although it was an awfully small and insignificant piece of fabric I knew I 
could tease them from behind my loin cloth. If you want to feel utterly 
vulnerable be an all but naked male artist model on a pedestal among a 


group of clothed and rapacious woman. 


I knew for certain, once my loin cloth fell to the floor they would all but 
devour me. I could feel the best of me pressing against the loin cloth. I 
closed my eyes and counted slowly to ten. I was vulnerable enough standing 
here on this pedestal. The last thing I needed was a full blown erection to 


engross the four of them. 


I heard something being moved and I quickly opened my eyes. From the 
corner of her atelier my artist friend produced a wooden stand atop which 
was an armature on which the sculpture would be built. The armature, or 
base frame, was about 75 cm high. I thought this rather ambitious to plan to 
complete a 75 cm tall sculpture of a 185 cm tall man in the space of one 


sitting. This sort of answered my unanswered question — how long? With 
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an armature that size I figure I would be modeling for between three and 


four hours. 


I watched as my artist friend next struggled to push a big plastic tub of 
artist’s clay from the far corner of the atelier to beside the wooden stand. It 
took her and Jess, and Sophia to push the tub across the room. It made a 


strange noise as it was pushed across the concrete floor. 


“The call of the wild ...” Sophia joked, and the four women started to 
giggle. My face and chest grew flush. She was right. It had sounded just 
like a love sick moose call. On the thought of a love sick moose chasing 


after a cow in heat I stirred big time. 


I had to adjust the loin cloth to keep me from poking out. Every time I 
stirred I knew it would be harder and harder to not be noticed, or worst yet to 
spring out of my loin cloth altogether. The woman knew this, and short of 


tugging on the ribbons they knew to tease me for effect. 


While the three of them were pushing the plastic tub across the floor Ruth 
was eyeing me eagerly. I think she had noticed that I was bulging big time. 
I decided to tease her by pretending to tub on the ribbons. She nodded 
fervently. I just slowly shook my head, and then set my head at a coquettish 
angle and smirked to mock her. I then let my two hands slowly drop to my 


side. 
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Once the tub was beside the work stand Ruth was eager to grab a handful of 
clay and get started, but my artist friend stopped her hand. “Here let me give 
you something to put on.” She walked over to the hooks on the partition wall 
and gathered up some artist smocks and handed each of the other women an 
artist’s smock. She proceeded to put a smock on as well. Give each of them 


a beret to wear and we could be in Montparnasse. 


Indeed they were eager to start. Each woman took up a lump of clay and 
proceeded in turn to force it onto the armature. Following the artist’s lead 
they threw their lump onto the armature to insure it stuck. Then the artist 


started to form my feet and the trunk of my legs. 


“You need to set down the mass of the model before you begin forming the 
precise shape.” With those words the evening began in earnest. It was to be 


not merely a birthday party, but an art class and art session rolled into one. 


My role was now doubly simple — be the artist’s model and entertain. The 
entertaining would be easy and be spontaneous, but standing as David would 
be more challenging. In my mind’s eye I tried to remember how 
Michelangelo’s David stood. As she said ‘set down the mass’ I took up my 
best rendition of Michelangelo’s famous sculptor. It was then that I realized 
that I did not have a towel to drape over my left shoulder. No matter I set 
my left hand atop my left shoulder and let my right hand dangle down my 
side. Then I looked away into the distance. I held this pose without looking 
at the four women who were taking turns throwing down lumps of clay onto 


the armature. 
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I suddenly smiled. Was it not God that formed man out of the clay of the 
early universe? I thought that if I were indeed made in God's image then 


God had a sense of humor. 


As I stood there I tried to imagine how I looked in the eyes of the four 
women in the atelier. Surely each of them would perceive me in a different 
way. It was easy to imagine that my artist friend would view me as an objet 
d'art, and equally easy to imagine that Ruth hoped of me that I was her 
birthday ‘boy toy.’ But what about Jessi and Sophia? I had noticed the 
subtle smirk on Sophia face when Ruth blurted out that I was circumcised. 
Perhaps Sophia was set in her Slavic view of the world. When I said I was 
Catholic the sternness on Sophia face melted away. Jessi reacted 
differently. I think she fought the urge to come and peek behind the loin 
cloth with Ruth. She was genuinely curious and not disapproving like 
Sophia. It was then when I noticed Jessi quickly emptied out her glass of 


wine. One excess would have to replace the other. 


I could feel that my artist friend was indeed being my friend and expressed 
her obligation to save me from any excesses the other three women might 
want of me. I also sensed that Jessi was a caring soul too. On the other side 
of the coin, Sophia I felt to be cynical and cold hearted in a Russian sort of 
way, While Ruth passionate and quick to feed her appetites as any Jewish 


princess might expect of her world. 
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And I was the fifth wheel ... the odd man out ... the only man in the room 
... the object that threw everything else out of balance in the room, and for a 
reason — while at the same time being the center of all that would go on this 


evening. 


I don’t know why, but all this thought made me need to go empty my 
bladder. Maybe it was the worry. Maybe it was the adrenaline. Or maybe it 
was the endorphins. I looked up at the clock. It was ten minutes before the 
hour. I would try to hold on for ten more minutes, then step off the pedestal 


to take a break. 


I looked over at the armature. The mass for my legs and torso was firmly set 
in place. The mass for my head and arms was being added. The pelvis was 


just beginning to take form. 


My artist friend produced a set of sculptor tools and began to instruct the 
women as to how to remove and shape the clay. She started with my pelvis, 
which made sense because it was the centre of mass of me. She left the front 
of my pelvis flat to the surface of my chest. The refined details would come 


later. David di not wear a loin cloth, I thought. 


“Turn around,” my artist friend asked. I obliged her. I turned around and I 
could hear sighs from the women behind me. I knew for certain that one 
came from Ruth and I guessed that the second came from Jessi. I don't 
know what it is that women find so appealing in a man’s backside. (Mental 


note to myself — ask my artist friend). I looked up at the white wall in front 
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of me and then had a wicked thought. I tugged at the ribbons and removed 
the loin cloth to give them an unencumbered view of the back of me. The 
women were behind me and huddled near the armature. In a few minutes I 
would step down from the pedestal and scramble to the bathroom. I doubt 


that anyone would take advantage of me then. 

I could hear the lazy Susan at the top of the pedestal turn and my artist friend 
instructing them as to how best to form the human back and backside. It 
was good that the four women were behind me for I was now fully aroused. 
I would give them perhaps another ten minutes then step down from the 
pedestal and dash. 

I started to count “one ... two ... three ...” counting up to 600 hundred. 

I heard someone stir from the crowd behind me. 

“Where do you think you are going?” It was Jessi’s voice. 

“Just taking a closer look.” It was Ruth’s voice. Cheeky monkey I thought. 
Before she could stand beside me I covered myself with my loin cloth and 
right hand. She was now standing beside me on my left. I turned my head 


and looked down at Ruth and whispered “be patient ...what’s the hurry?” 


She just gave out another big sigh. 
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“Ruth come back ...” it was my artist friend. “Leave the model be. We 


don’t want to set him off do we?” 


I wondered what exactly she meant by ‘set him off.’ Was there something 
deep, dark and sinister about Ruth that I should know? Did she really expect 
me to be her “birthday boy toy?” And what exactly were the other two 


women, Jessi and Sophia, expecting from me? 


A chill suddenly wet down my spine. My urge to pee seemed to be more 
pressing. I had only counted past four hundred. Would I make it to six 


hundred? 


Then I felt a hand timorously pass down the back of my leg. The hand had 
started just above my left knee and slowly went down to my ankle. I turned 
and looked back to see that it was Ruth, and she was staring at up me. She 


had an odd and distant expression on her face. 


I looked over at my artist friend and said “I have to pee” and stepped off the 
pedestal leaving Ruth dazed and all by herself next to the pedestal. The 
three other women each had an expression of concern, more so my artist 


friend. 


I left the bathroom door ajar and waited. 


“Are you ok?” a familiar voice came from behind the door. “Ruth 


apologizes.” 
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“There’s no need for her to apologize. I am just a bit nervous.” I sighed. 


My artist friend poked her head past the door into the bathroom. “Can I 


come in?” 


I was holding my loin cloth over the best of me. I hesitated for a few 


seconds before answering. “Sure ...” 

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. “Why are you so 
nervous? You have sat for me before.” My artist friend was trying to find 
out what I had on my mind. 

“It's just that ... I have never done something like this.” I pointed out of the 
room. “Modeling for you is one thing, but tonight the expectations go 
beyond modeling don’t you think?” 

“Not from me.” 

“That’s a given. But what about Ruth?” 


“She's a quite lonely woman.” 


“T can see that. Given have a chance she is ready to tear the loin cloth off of 


me and devour me. I can be a treat for her but not a trick.” 
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My artist friend chuckled. “Oh ... I see ... I will tell her to behave herself.” 


“At least for now. Its barely seven and I think it is going to take you several 


hours to finish the sculpture.” 


“At least three, maybe longer.” She confirmed what I have already guessed. 


“And your friend Sophia, what is she wanting from the evening?” 


“She said she was bored and wanted an interesting evening out.” 


“Well she get interesting for sure ... 


“I have known Sophia for a long time. She comes from a good family and 


stays out of trouble.” 


“Trouble?” 


“She been separated from her husband for seven months now... he cheated 
on her.” 


99 


“A lot of that going about ...” My artist friend sighed when I said that. 


“Sorry ...” 
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“That's ok ... Sophia and I have been spending a great deal of time together 
talking and trying to put our lives back together. I know Sophia ... If she 
wants something from you she shall ask ... that’s her style.” 

“Fair enough. And Jessi? What's up with her?” 

“Well, she is already two sheets to the wind.” 

“I can see that.” 

“Things aren't going too well between her and her husband.” 

“Is she a good drunk?” I had to ask. 

“A good drunk?” 

“Does she giggle or get angry?” 

“Giggle ... she gets a bit crazy.” 

“Oh joy ... there’ll be two of them ... Ruth and Jessi.” 


“T will ask Jessi to take it easy on the wine.” 


“That's a good idea. And last but not least you? What is it you want from 


me tonight?” 
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“Huh?” 


“I can see it in your eyes.” 


“Can you? What do you see?” 


“Sadness and loneliness.” 


From outside the door I could hear my artist friend’s name being called. “I 


am coming,” she called back. 


“PI be right out ...” I said to her. “Listen, I have an idea.” 


“What is it?” 


“Let’s get each of the women to write down two wishes they might have 
from me for today’s party on pieces of paper and I will draw from a hat 
every half hour and well ... we will have some fun.” I kind of knew where 
that might go but since I would be the one drawing from the hat I could 


kybosh the more crazy wishes. 


“You would do that?” I nodded. 


“If you put a little heart on your wishes I will know they are from you.” I 


gave her a whimsical grimace. “Your wish is my command.” 
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She just stood there and looked at me. I offered her my hand and she took it. 
Then I pulled her towards me and kissed her on the cheek. I could feel how 


warm her face was. 


Still she stood there. I dropped my hand and just stood and turned to face 
the toilet ... “God made a man’s protuberance for pleasure and for peeing. I 


don’t think you mind the pleasure but ... I have to pee.” 


She looked down at me. “I better let you be then ...” I waited until she was 


out the door. 


Right across the wall in front of me was a full length mirror. I looked up 
into the mirror and stared at myself as I emptied my bladder. Yes, God does 


have a sense of humor! 


It took me a few seconds to set myself back into my loin cloth. I grabbed a 
towel as a prop and then I rejoined the four women. I stopped for a good 


minute and listened from behind the partition. 
“Is he coming back?” I could hear Ruth ask worriedly. 
“He said he would,” my artist friend calmed her. 


“Have you finished writing up your wishes?” It was Jessi. “Who thought of 


9999 


this marvelous idea. 
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“He suggested it ... he’s rather worried you're going to jump him.” It was 


my artist friend cautioning them. 


“Don’t wish anything to scare him away. I am rather enjoying this,” was 


Jessi’s retort. 


“This is fun ...” Ruth responded. 


Sophia was silent. I wondered why she was silent. 


It was then that I stepped out from behind the partition. Three of the four 
women were waiting for me to return. They threw the last of their wishes in 
a small bucket. Only Sophia seemed distracted and had her head bowed. 


Her thoughts were somewhere else. 


Ruth piped up. “The wishes idea is great. We decided that three wishes 


apiece would be better than just two.” 


I looked up at the clock. “There are only two halves to each hour and we 
will be doing this until perhaps ten. That leaves only six wishes. That’s why 


I suggested two apiece.” 


Jessi was holding the bucket, stirring the pieces of paper and perhaps 
peeking at what was written on them. She looked in and counted the pieces 


of paper. “There are eleven wishes,” she said. “Someone only put in two 
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wishes.” She looked up around the room. I figured it was my artist friend. 


The other women were smiling like Cheshire cats. 


“Here given me the wishes,” my artist friend said. “I will draw them out of 


the bucket when its time.” Jessi handed her the bucket. 


So much for me being able to vet the wishes. Well, two can play at this 
game I thought. “Here ... give me some pieces of paper. I am going to 
write a few wishes of my own and drop them in.” The women were 


intrigued. 


“Really ... what kind of wishes?” Ruth asked. 


“You’ll see.” I parried. 


My artist friend handed me some scraps of paper and a blue pen. My wishes 
would dilute out the one-sidedness of our game, and they would perhaps 
even the playing field. I tossed my wishes in the bucket as I wrote the five 
wishes and mixed the paper around. “There!” There were now sixteen 
wishes and only time for six. Odds out two of my wishes would be drawn. I 
had written a wish specifically for each of the four women, and the last one 


for myself. 


“They’ll be naughty wishes for sure,” Jessi said as I tossed the last of the 


five in the bucket. I looked over at her and gave her a sly grin. 
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“Als fair in frivolity,” I quipped as I walked confidently over to the 
pedestal. 


“Ready to continue?” my artist friend asked me. I nodded. 


I looked back at the four women and decided some stirring of the pot was 
needed. All though this bit of fun Sophia had not say anything. In fact she 


looked rather depressed. 
“Sophia ...” She raised her head and looked over at me. 
“Yes?” 


“Can you help me up onto the pedestal?” I gave her a beckoning smile and 


offered her my hand. 


She nodded and stepped forward and offered me her hand in return. I turned 
my back to the three other women and then carefully stepped up onto the 
pedestal so that I was showing them only my backside. Only Sophia stood 
halfway before me. She held half my weight as I lifted myself off the 


ground, all the time holding my loin cloth in place. 


When I was safely standing atop the pedestal she let go of my hand. Then 


she whispered “are you taking it off again?” 


“What?” I asked even though I knew what it was she wanted taken off 
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“You know ...” she motioned with her eyes. 

“Should I?” I thought I might tease her a bit. 

“We ‘re sculpting your bum ... like before” she smirked as she said this. 
“You like my bum?” I whispered to her. 

She nodded. 


“T will take it off once you are back with the three of them.” Sophia pouted 
and then rejoined her friends. I looked over my shoulder and saw they were 
ready to continue, so I tugged at the ribbons and doffed the loin cloth 
holding it in my right hand and draping the towel over my left shoulder. The 
women giggled and got back to their sculpting. 


As I stood there I felt that warmth that told me that my sex was aroused and 
my musk was flowing. Ever so often a small drop of thick fluid would start 
its viscous plunge like little icicles from the tip of the best of me. I 
wondered if the woman could see that this was happening. The slow drip ... 


drip ... drip ... added to the sexual tension. 


After perhaps twenty minutes my artist friend asked that I turn around. I 


struggled back into my loin cloth before turning to face the women. I could 
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see that the lower part of the sculpture had begun to take form. I look up at 


the clock. The women saw me doing this and so they giggled. 
“Ten minutes.” Ruth said cheerfully. 


I just shrugged. I did this partly to feign indifference and partly to move the 
muscles in my shoulder that were sore from the pose. I guess I was nervous 


because my stomach grumbled. 
“Still hungry eh ...?” It was Jessi who stated the obvious. 
“I didn’t have dinner. I rushed right over.” I responded. 


Before Ruth could rush to the plate Jessi had stepped forward with the hors 
d’oeuvre tray. “What can I offer you?” I looked down at the tray. There 


was some caviar on rye bread and cream cheese. 


“Maybe some caviar?” I leaned forward and offered her my hand but she 


had other plans. 


She took one of the caviar hors d’oeuvres and held it in her teeth. She 
wanted me pluck it from her mouth. So I bent down and placed one hand on 
each of her shoulders to balance myself and I leaned forward, tilted my head 
and lickety-split the hors d’oeuvre was no more. Jessi gave me a glassy 


eyed smile when I was nose to nose with her. I think she had already had 
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too much to drink. I could tell also tell this from her swaying traipse back to 


the others. 

There was an annoyed look on Ruth’s face, almost as if she thought I was 
there only for her. For another ten minutes I kept the pose and then exactly 
at the bottom of the hour it was Ruth who said “time for a wish.” 

My artist friend set down her carving tools, rubbed some of the clay off her 
hands and then lifted a small folded piece of paper from the bucket. I tensed 
up expecting the worst. 

“Ruth wants to kiss the model,” was the wish that was read out. 

Carefully balancing myself on the pedestal, I got down on my knees and 
Ruth stepped forward and before I could get ready she grabbed my head on 
both sides and planted a kiss forcefully on my lips. She tasted of hors 


d’oeuvres and wine and, to be perfectly honest, wasn't a very good kisser. 


Ruth was quite pleased with herself as she sauntered back to the clay 


sculpture and her friends. 
“How was he?” Jessi asked. 


“Not bad ...” Ruth said so proudly. 
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In an instant the first wish of the evening was behind us. I was relieved. It 
was such a simple wish. I had expected something more raw and dramatic. 


I stood again, took up the pose and the women went back to their sculpture. 


What my artist friend had done is divided my figure into four quadrants and 
each of the four women were hard at work at their quarter of me. From time 
to time one or another of them would stop for a few minutes, walk over to 
where I was posing on the pedestal and take a closer look at my skeleton or 
muscles. As they did this none of them thought of touching me. I found that 
odd after the earlier “artistic liberty” that had taken. Perhaps they were 


biding their time? 


As the minutes progressed to the top of the hour I found myself relaxing. 
The focus seemed to be on the art and not on the entertainment. I took a 
moment to crouch and take a long sip from my glass of wine. The wine 


helped to rinse away the taste of Ruth’s kiss from my mouth. 


Ruth kiss had reminded me of an old paternal aunt that expected a kiss from 
all her relatives at Christmas time. She had never married and had helped 
raise a bevy of her nieces and nephews from infancy. She was the aunt that 
was always available to baby sit on special occasions, or when your parents 
went away on a two week trip and didn’t want to bring ‘the kids.” Despite 
the ages of her nieces and nephews she expected a kiss on the mouth. 
Usually she tasted of spearmint, since she almost lived on life savers. I 
could see Ruth becoming someone”s dithering aunt — it looked like she was 


half way there already. 
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Then it was time for another wish. My artist friend picked a piece of paper 
from the bucket. “It’s from Jessi ... she wants you to take off the loin 


cloth.” 


I shook my head. “Not yet ... maybe later.” 


“That's not fair,” Jessi retorted. “What's the use of asking us for our wishes 


1? 


if you aren’t going to grant them!” She glared at me. Then her demeanor 
changed suddenly. She started towards the pedestal. “Ruth had a peek ... I 
want one too.” I could tell she was tipsy and I knew I was in no position to 
stop her. If I tried to struggle with her I might fall off the pedestal, bringing 


the evening’s festivities to an end. 


Jessi was a bull in a china shop and I was the china, so I let her have her 
way. She tugged at the front of the loin cloth, peered in and started to 
giggle. With her other hand she started to paw me, moving the best of me 
about so that she could get a better view. It was damned awkward, but I let 
her manhandle me. Her hand was hot, passionate and insistent. I stared 
down at her and could see down the cleavage in her dress. She was wearing 


soft pink underneath. 


“Jessi ...” It was my artist friend. “Behave yourself!” She stopped and 


looked at her friends. 
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“Not very big is he?” was all Jessi could say. I started to laugh and she 
glared up at me. I was annoyed at her but I didn’t want to show it. I thought 
a bit of reverse psychology was in order. I would not be defensive, but 


neither would I be offensive, just clever with her. 


“Why are you laughing?” she was offended. My reverse psychology seems 


to be working. 


“I have never had such a complaint before,” I stated earnestly. The other 
women joined me in my frivolity. Jessi looked back at them and let go of 
my loin cloth. Her face was crimson red. She started to laugh too and 
walked back to her friends. She poured herself another glass of wine and 


drank a mouthful of it. 


“Can you turn around again?” My artist friend asked me. “It’s time to 
work on your back a bit and your shoulders.” I turned around and once 
again decided to remove the loin cloth. After the Jessi’s manhandling I had 
grown to sizeable proportions, which is perhaps why my artist friend thought 
it best to get me to turn around so that they could concentrate on their 
sculpture and not the finer attributes of the model. It was good she had 
asked me to turn because I think it was unlikely in my present state that I 
would have stayed completely within the loin cloth. Something would be 


poking out, or dropping out altogether. 


For the next fifteen minutes or so it was my back they were sculpting. The 


sun had gone down and the atelier began to grow cold. I wondered how 
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long it would be before the cold got to me. My adrenaline edge was starting 
to dull. I could feel my body heat dissipate into the room. I could feel goose 
bumps start to appear and the hair on my body start to trap my body heat. I 


started to shiver. 


They worked rather well together and gossiped a great deal as they worked. 
I guess women do that. Men are not as talkative as women are — which is 
one of the main reasons why I prefer the company of women over that of 
men. Women are more interesting creatures than men to listen to and to 


watch. 


There is also that mystery about them, hidden away behind their dresses and 
other outfits they adorn themselves with. What they wore told a great deal 
about women. For instance, without looking back at the four of them I 
recalled what each of the four women were wearing on their feet. Their 
footwear said something about each of them. Ruth wore unadorned black 
pumps very much in her simple character. They looked scuffed and well 
worn. Sophia wore a brand new pair of espadrilles. I could see her setting 
those aside at the end of the evening if they had so much as a speck of clay 
on them. Jessi wore a shiny pair of polished red low heel shoes, the kind 
you might wear on a fancy date. Her shoes told me that she figured this 
evening was a fancy date. My artist friend wore a plain pair of sneakers, 
something perfect for working in her atelier. For her, this evening was just 
another day at her office. I admired her because she struggled to keep her 


dream alive — her art praxis. 
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You might wonder why I used the word praxis instead of practice. Perhaps 
it is because being an artist is different from being an average Jill or Joe, or a 
teacher, a doctor or poet. Being an artist required not only a different group 
of skills, but a different way of perceiving the world. Creative people like 


poets or artists have a unique appreciation of the human condition. 


You stand a naked man in front of the average Jill or Joe and all they see is 
the soft tissue between his legs. A teacher might feel obliged to explain 
human biology and physiology, grasping closely and referring to a textbook 
because most teachers are not much more than a high school student 
themselves with a few extra years of university art history, or English 
literature, or undergraduate biology under their belts. You let a doctor study 
a naked man and they search for symptoms of anything that might afflict 
them. A doctor is there to cure human suffering, not to celebrate the human 
condition. A poet might write a lusty limerick, or mock the puny 
vulnerability of the model. You might note that most poets about the human 
condition have been written by men and is about their lustful affliction 


towards the fairer sex. 


You set a nude man on a pedestal in front of an artist and they begin by 
seeing the action lines, the skeleton, the musculature, the overlying tissue 
and last but perhaps not least those parts that make him a man. The artist 
might sculpt him, or draw or paint him. Artists view the world in their own 


unique fashion. 
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As I thought about this, I wondered how the three other women perceived 
the all but naked man perched on the pedestal before them. I wondered what 
they did professionally. Given the way she was dressed I figured that Jessi 
had something to do with the service industry. Sophia was dressed like 
someone who worked in an office and did not have to interact with the 
general public. I could see Ruth being a teacher of children and someone 
who is starved of adult interaction. Maybe she taught elementary school — 


perhaps fourth or fifth grade. 


“It's 8 o’clock,” Ruth sang. Yes, I think she taught elementary school. I 


figure I should ask her, but not before I had put my loin cloth back on. 


When I ws ready I turned around. 


“Ruth may I ask you something?” She looked up at me with anticipation. 


“Yes ... please do.” I suspect she was expecting a more intimate question. 


“Are you a teacher by any chance?” I asked her. 


“How did you know?” She was both surprised and disappointed at the same 


time. 


“Elementary school?” She nodded hesitantly. 


“Why do you want to know?” She was apprehensive. 
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“T have been standing wondering what each of you do as a living. Nothing 


more. When you sit as an artist’s model you think about different things. 


That's all.” My explanation set her mind to rest. 


“I see ...” Her spirits picked up. 


“Sophia do you work in an office?” 


Sophia nodded. “I work in a bank, how could you tell?” 


“I am rather good at people watching.” I did not want to seem too boastful. 


“And me?” Jessi asked slurring her words. 


“I think you have something to do with the service industry.” 


“Clever boy,” she raised her glass then took another sip. “Can you be more 


specific?” 


“T need more clues from you ... of the three of you, you are the enigma. The 
riddle. The puzzle.” She laughed when I said that. “I think it is because 
you have been the Jill of many trades. You have had several different jobs 


haven't you?” 


“You're good .... Isn't he good,” she swept her glass towards her friends 


nearly spilling white wine over them. 
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“Jessi ... be careful, you’ll spill you wine all over me!” Sophia was 
annoyed. But is was too late. Some of the wine splashed across her new 
espadrilles. “Now look what you have done. You have ruined them.” I 
smiled. I had pegged Sophia and her shoes perfectly. I could see her putting 


them in the ‘to donate box” when she got home. 


“I forgot to tell you he’s both observant and very clever,” my artist friend 
shared her judgment of me with her three friends. “A bit too clever at 


times.” 


Ruth took the clue and turned back to glare at me.“Trying to distract us 
weren’t you?” Ruth wagged a finger at me. She brought them back on 
task. “It's time for another wish ...” Another wish was picked from the 


bucket. 


“This one’s from him. He wants the four of us to remove our brassieres.” 


Well if there was a fox let loose amongst the hens it could not have caused 
more confusion. Ruth grabbed her bosom. Jessi started to giggle 
uncontrollably. Sophia gave me a most scornful glare and my artist friend 


just shook her head and said tsk, tsk, tsk. 


“You are a saucy one aren't you?” was Jessi’s response. “Sue why not. 


She proceeded to start unbuttoning the front of her dress. 
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“Jessi!” It was Sophia who chastised her. 


“Look he’s bare breasted,” was Jessi’s answer, pointing at me. I was right. 
She was wearing soft pink underneath her dress. “Come on Sophia ... don’t 


be so self-conscious. His wish doesn't say we have to show him our boys 
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Ruth and my artist friend had both gotten into the spirit of my wish. My 
artist friend opened the front of her blouse just enough to reach in and 
unclasp the front of her bra. Then she did the contortionist moves that girls 


know to remove her brassiere without taking off her blouse. 


“There ...” She threw her bra down at my feet. Perhaps apples here. Her’s 
was a practical white thing which she produced almost by magic from one of 


the arms of her blouse. 


Ruth did her own version of the trick. Her’s was a frilly black thing that 
must have been a double D. She was a little self-conscious and held herself 
up with left forearm. Her face was a pale shade of crimson. I smiled 


appreciatively. 


Jessi was brash and opened her dress enough for me to see her breasts as she 
freed them from her brassiere. She was three sheets to the wind and well not 
very inhibited. I clapped as she did her performance. She looked up at me 
and let the front of her dress dropped. And voila, she was bare breasted just 


like me. 
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The three other women watched her in amazement as she did this and only 
Sophia showed any disapproval. Sophia tucked her back into her dress as 


Jessi just stood there with a drunken expression on her face. 


“Beautiful ... very beautiful.” I said. “God created women's breasts to 


make us men envious.” 


Jessi clapped to my poetic limerick. “You aren't just a pretty face ... you 


are a philosopher.” 


This left only Sophia who hadn’t tossed her intimacy into play. Jessi turned 


to her and said “It’s your turn now. The rest of us have set our boys free.” 


Sophia had a pained expression on her face. I wondered if it was because 
she had small breasts. Perhaps it was. As I looked at her I thought back to a 
poem I had written of a woman I knew who was often mocked for her flat 


chest. 


I looked at Sophia with an understanding smile and began to recite my 


poem: 


Oh Well - They Are Enough 


Admittedly, they are quite small 


Twin curiosities at best 
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deceptions that belie their age 


the true, the time ... the test 


I am not scared of them 
But are they scared of me? 
They sometimes poke or peak 


then hide away, you see. 


They intrigue, these chirlish twos 
that never grew, mere hills 
short shrift, perhaps beneath the bill 


but then again ... so what 


With time, they’ll remain the same 
when other mighty mountains slough 
if ever needed they’ll grow again 


As such — oh well — they are enough. 


Tears appeared in Sophia’s eye. She looked so sad. I stepped off the 
pedestal and walked towards her. I peered into her eyes, leaned forward and 


whispered into her ear “if you don’t want to ... you don’t have to.” 


She whispered into my ear. “Will you do it for me?” Then she lowered her 
eyes and I began to unbutton the front of her blouse. I took her blouse off 


her and unclasped her and removed her brassiere. As I did all this I 
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continued to peer into her eyes. I did not look down. Then I carefully put 


her blouse back on her. 


As I walked back to the pedestal I dropped her bra onto the pile. I had been 
right. It was half padded ... and she was modestly endowed. 


Sophia said nothing and rushed to the bathroom. 


My artist friend followed her to the bathroom and came back a half minute 


later.“She has locked herself in the bathroom and is crying,” she said. 


“Now look what you have done,” said Jessi. Ruth had a frown on her face, 


perhaps worried that her birthday party has been ruined. 


“She wants to talk to you,” my artist friend said and Jessi started towards the 


bathroom. “Not you ... him.” She motioned at me with her thumb. 
“Me?” I said, surprised. 


My artist friend nodded and then walked me over to the bathroom door. “Be 
respectful ... her boy friend and her have just broken up and she is an 
emotional wreck.” Oh, I thought, that would explain her solemn state of 


mind. 


We walked pensively to the bathroom door, she knocked at it and said 


“Sophia it’s me.” 
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After a split second the door was opened and before I could do anything she 
had grabbed my hand, dragged me into the bathroom and locked the door 
behind her. 


I turned to face her and asked “Are you ok?” She had tears streaming down 
her face. Obviously she was not ok. Here I was quite vulnerable, in the 
midst of a woman who was in emotional turmoil. I needed to set the tone so 


I said “Your boy friend has just left you, hasn't he.” 


She nodded, taking a big gulp. 


“Had the two of you been together long?” 


“Five years. He wanted to marry me ... but I said no.” She sighed as she 


said this. 


I stepped forward and gave her a hug. It seemed the thing to do at the time. 


She folded her arms in front of her as 1f she was praying. 


“Y ou must be very sad,” I said to her. She nodded. “I didn’t mean to upset 
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you ... 


“I know ...you are a very kind man. I could tell that when you took my 


brassiere off me. You didn’t look down at my flat chest.” 
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“Can I tell you something?” 

She nodded. 

“Not all men like big breasted women.” 

“No?” 

“There are many women who probably envy you. They are the ones with 
sore shoulders and sagging breasts. You know ... when you have your 


babies your breasts will fill full up milk and they will do what they are there 


to do.” 

She stopped crying. “Do you like my small breasts?” 

“T didn’t see them. I wasn’t looking.” 

Her hands lifted to the top button of her blouse then hesitated. Then she 
started to unbutton her blouse. She opened her blouse and I looked down at 
her. Her breasts were small, but her nipples and areola were the normal size. 
“They are beautiful.” Then I did something perhaps I shouldn’t have. I 
leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. She immediately wrapped her 


arms around my neck and pulled me close to her so that her bare chest and 


mine were now touching. She felt soft and warm. 
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I felt sorry for her and her sadness. “Sophia ...I took the bus here. Will you 


drive me home after the party?” 


She unwrapped her arms from my neck and let go of me. “You’re not going 


home with Ruth?” 


“No, why should I?” The thought had not crossed my mind. On top of it all, 
I had not expected this surprising comment from Sophia. “Is Ruth expecting 


to take me home to bed?” 


Sophia nodded. “Surely you had figured that out by now. She has all but 


said that to us. ” 


“No I am not going to bed with her. And I am not going to let her take 


advantage of me. She’s not my type.” 
“Who is your type?” Sophia asked. 


“A less indulgent person. Someone with poise and character. Someone 
mature and self-assured ... someone like you.” I don’t know why I said 
‘someone like you.’ The thought just sort of just popped out of my mind. If 
there was someone who could take me home it would be Sophia. Maybe I 
was a bit tipsy from the wine or maybe the emotions of my surroundings 
were poking through? “I could see Ruth smothering any happiness I might 
have to share. She is like an indulgent child. Was she an only child growing 


up?” 
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Sophia nodded. I want you to drive me home tonight. If you do I will grant 
you one special wish ... whatever you might desire of me to make amends 


for hurting your feelings.” 


We stood looking at each other for a few second. She was now much 
happier. I started to button up her blouse. As I did this I passed the back of 
my hand across the soft feminine skin on her chest. I could see goose bumps 


arise all over her arms. She let out a contented sigh. I had cheered her up. 


“T better go back,” I said. “They will be wondering what's going on in 


here.” 


“Yes, you better ... they will be wondering” Sophia said. “Besides, I have 
to pee.” When she said that I suddenly had the urge to pee as well, but I 
thought that had better wait. 


I walked to the door and slowly opened it. Then I looked back. Sophia was 
already peeing. She had lifted her dress and dropped her panties but was not 
sitting completely down. It was something I had never knew was done by 
girls. It astonished me. She saw that I was watching her and waved at me to 
look away. I did but the mirror along the wall gave a different angle and 


was more revealing. 


Before she had finished I stepped through the door and out into the atelier. I 


stopped again for a moment behind the partition to listen in. 
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“What's taking them so long?” It was Ruth and she was annoyed. 


“They’re just talking,” my artist friend said. “Just talking Ruth. He hurt her 


feelings and he”s trying to make amends.” 


“Make amends ...” Jessi said this in a mocking way. She slurred her words. 


It was now certain she was four sheets to the wind. 


I stepped out from behind the partition. “yes, we were just talking. I wanted 
to apologize to Sophia for hurting her feelings. She is very sensitive about 
... certain things.” I gave Ruth the evil eye. She responded with a look of 
astonishment. The pile of brassieres was still there at the foot of the 
pedestal. I picked them up off the floor and one by one set them beside each 
other onto the table. “Maybe I should keep these as a souvenir of our 


evening together.” 


Jessi put her hands to her covered breasts and bobbed them up and down. “I 
bet when you order thanksgiving turkey it’s all white breast meat.” She 
giggled uncontrollably. 


“Yes ... I love breasts .... with lots of cranberry sauce too.” I figured I 
should humor Jessi lest she spin out of control. She was a giggly drunk, and 
I thought I might have to use that to our advantage. Our, in the sense that all 


five of us were trapped in a circumstance that needed to be played through to 
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its final act. I don’t know why I felt this way but I wanted to stay and see 


how the evening ended. 


Without being asked I walked back over to the pedestal. “Let’s continue,” I 


commanded. “How do you want me to stand?” 


“Without the loin cloth,” Ruth insisted. 


I turned abruptly to face Ruth. “Not yet ...” I shook my head. “Not yet ...” 
I was no longer aroused. In fact, I was at the beginnings of an entirely 
different state of being altogether. If anyone of the three women had been 
listening closely to my voice they might have noticed that I was annoyed at 
them. Not even my artist friend understood. Between Ruth the indulgent 
princess, tipsy Jessi, and sensitive Sophia things were beginning to become 
too complicated for me, complicated in the sense that I was vulnerable in a 


room with at least one rapacious woman. 


“What exactly will you do when the loin cloth comes off?” I studied her 


face intently. 


“Enjoy myself ...” Ruth countered. 


“In what way? Can you be trusted with a naked male model?” 


Ruth’s mouth fell open and she didn’t respond to my question. Behind Ruth 
Jessi was shaking her head. 
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I glance up at the clock. It was quarter before nine. It could not be ten 
o’clock fast enough. I clambered back up on the pedestal turned my back to 
the three women and doffed my loin cloth. “Let's get on with it ... I am 


getting cold and tired.” Now if that is a not so subtle message then what is? 


When Sophia came to join her friends she walked right by me without 
looking up. It must have taken her a great deal of self-discipline to do this 
but she knew if she looked up the resentment she would receive from Ruth 


would have been unbearable. I now knew for certain I had an ally in Sophia. 
“Well ...” It was Ruth. 

“Well what?” Sophia retorted. 

“What does he look like?” Ruth was insistent. 

“Huh?” 

“You walked right by him and didn’t notice?” I smiled. That's pushing her 
buttons isn’t it, I thought. I looked down. I was just a lump of soft tissue. 
Gravity had taken hold of me and well it was cold. It was confirmed. Ruth 


didn’t interest me. 


“Ruth ... we are here to do art.” My artist friend said. “Let's finish the 


sculpture shall we.” 
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“We are here to celebrate my birthday ...” Ruth said this with an abrasive 


tone. 


“Yes we are ...” Jessi said. “And look what we have arranged for your 
birthday. Look up there ... we brought you ... all the way from Florence 
Italy ... Michelangelo’s David.” 


I smiled. The three other women were tugging at Ruth’s dress telling her to 
not be so indulgent. They knew that 1f she did not stop, the evening would 
come to an abrupt end and well ... the fun hadn’t really started yet. I wasn’t 


wearing my loin cloth ... and I had my back turned to them. 


I put a hand over the best of me and turned around. “Yes Ruth ... don’t be 
so impatient.” She stared up at me. Well, to be perfectly honest she stared 
at my hand covering the best of me. I glanced up at the clock then turned 
around once again presenting my backside and took up the David pose. 
There was silence for a few minutes but I could hear someone scraping away 
at the clay on the sculpture. In another ten minutes it would be time for 


another wish. 


For the next ten minutes there was a dedicated silence as the four “artists” 
worked on their sculpture. Our recent minor drama had played itself out. 
Things had settled down at least for a little while. For how long we would 
soon find out. At the top of the hour I put the loin cloth back on and stepped 
off the pedestal and wrapped myself in a blanket. 
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“Getting cold?” my artist friend asked me. I nodded. “Let me make you 


some mint tea.” I smiled. 


“But first the wish,” Ruth insisted that a wish was drawn from the bucket 


first. 


I shrugged my shoulders and gave an indifferent frown. My artist friend 
chose a paper from the bucket. “It’s from Sophia. She wants the party to 


continue until eleven.” 


Ruth clapped her hand enthusiastically. “What a wonderful idea. Jessi lifted 


her glass in acknowledgement and took another sip. 


I looked up at Sophia, smiled and nodded. “Sounds fine by me.” I knew 
that at eleven Sophia would safely rescue me from whatever misfortune lay 
at midnight. Sophia’s wish would be a blessing. This meant that perhaps 
for the two hours or so I could remain modestly attired and not be thrown to 


the hungry rabbits. 


“Let me put on the kettle,” my artist friend said. “I will make a pot of tea 


just in case someone else wants some.” 


I got up from my chair and walked across the cold concrete floor to the tray 
of hors d’oeuvres. There were a few egg ones left over and so I picked one 


up and put it into my mouth. I chewed it slowly as I walked by Ruth who 
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was hungrily staring at me. I must have looked rather funny in the pink robe 
that I had on. There was a green robe hanging up on the partition, the robe I 
usually wore, but today I decided to toy with fate. I walked to the armature 
and slowly studied the half finished sculpture from all angles. It wasn’t that 
bad given the fact that there were four of them and given the fact that only 


one of the four was an experienced artist. 
“Well, what do you think?” asked Ruth. 


I slowly looked up at Ruth. “Rather nice, actually. Do you get to take it 


home with you?” 
Jessi answered my question. “Oh course she does!” 


As Jessi said this, Ruth nodded licking her lower lip with her wet tongue. I 
wondered if Ruth could distinguish between taking the sculpture home, or 


whether all she could see was the sculpture’s model? 


“The rest of us will go home empty handed.” As she said this Jessi swiftly 
slapped my backside. I hadn’t expected that so I turned around and 
playfully swatted her backside in return. “Now ... now ... don't be too 
cheeky,” I retorted. The play escalated as Jessi offered me her backside 
again and began to giggled uncontrollably. I picked up a paddle from the 
little table next to the armature and waved it through the air. “Wouldn’t you 


1?? 


like to have you backside paddled 
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Jessi lifted her dress and exposed a buttock. “Don’t let me stop you!” So I 


brought the paddle ever so gently down on her backside. 


“We’ll leave that for your birthday party.” 


“Ts it a promise?” Jessi was enjoying herself immensely. 


“Promise.” 


As Jessi played with me a dark cloud had settled above Ruth. She was not 
going to let Jessi upscale her. She turned around and lifted her dress and 


said. “And what about me?” 


Ruth had an enormous bum. Out of the corner of my eye I spotted a black 
marker. I picked it up took off the cap and started to draw a face on her right 
buttock. Ruth was expected a whack and not a scribble but when she 
realized what I was doing she left me be. I drew a man’s face in the style of 
Matisse on one buttock and a man’s penis in the style of Matisse on the other 


one. Then I signed Henri Matiise under the face. 


As I did this, the other women watched and chuckled. “Here let me take a 


picture.” Jessi said picking up her purse to look for her cell phone. 


Ruth dropped her dress and said “no! Is there a mirror in the bathroom?” 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 214 Summer 2021 


My artist friend nodded and Ruth dashed off to take a look at what I had 
drawn. I leaned over and whispered to my artist friend, “I just realized it’s a 


permanent marker.” 


“I don’t think she’ll mind,” she whispered back. “Let me poor you some 


tea. I have also turned the heat on in the atelier.” 


“Great ... I might just make it through until eleven after all.” I took a cup of 
tea from my friend then sat down bundling myself up as I held the hot cup 
between my hands. The heat from the tea flowed through my body like an 
elixir. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply. 


Just then Ruth returned. She did not say anything but she did have a smile 


of sorts on her face and the dark cloud seems to have drifted away. 


“Let's give the model a short break.” I nodded. Sophia brought me the last 


of the egg hors d’ouevre. 


“Maybe now’s a good time to bring out the cake,” my artist friend said. As 
she did this I got up and went to the bathroom and locked myself in. I could 
hear the women singing happy birthday through the bathroom door. I did 
not want to join them but felt a few minutes of quiet respite would help me 
through the rest of the evening. I stayed in the bathroom for perhaps ten 
minutes leaning on the counter drinking my tea. Then I had a pee and 


returned to the atelier. 
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The cake was half cut and eaten. It was one of those Bavarian chocolate 
cake. A cut piece was there on a paper plate with a fork. Without even 
asking whether I wanted a piece Ruth thrust it at me. I smiled and said 


“Happy Birthday” as she offered the piece of cake to me. 


“Thanks ... I am enjoying my birthday party. Thanks for coming and being 


my model.” 


I smirked when she said ‘my’. I guess she still had other plans for me later. 
I would have to think of some way of frustrating her ultimate objective. I 
could not go home with her. Ruth was so large that if she bedded me and I 
was on top of her she would snatch me up whole or 1f she was on top of me 
she would smother me for sure. What was I going to do? I sat nibbling on 
the birthday cake looking down at the layer upon layer of the intricate cake. 
As I looked at it, the cake became an allegory to life. As I cut through each 
layer with my fork I thought that a simple solution to my predicament had to 
present itself. Then a thought came to mind. What if her romantic intent 
were played out here in the atelier instead of at her place? I smiled. I knew 


what needed to be done. 


I set the half finished cake on the floor under my chair and finished off my 
tea. Then I stood, took off the pink robe and hung it up on its nail. I 
marched to the pedestal and mounted it. Then I just stood there waiting for 
the women to take note. For the past few minutes the Bavarian cake had 
caught their attention. I didn’t mind this at all. It redirected their appetites 


from me. 
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It was Sophia who first took up the sculptor’s knife and started on her part of 
the work. Off in the far corner both Jessi and Ruth had gotten themselves 
into a disagreement. What about I did not know, and it was my artist friend 


who was trying to break them apart. 


“You make a good model,” Sophia said to me. I could barely hear what she 


said over the ruckus in the corner. 

I put my hand to my ear. “What?” 

She repeated ...”I said you make a good model.” When they heard Sophia 
say this both Jessi and Ruth abruptly stopped their argument and the room 
went silent. 

“Isn't it time for a wish?” I said. With this priceless words the two 
squabbling women set aside their differences and walked back to the 
sculpture. My artist friend walked over to the bucket and picked out a piece 
of paper. 

“It's from Ruth again ... remove the loin cloth ...” 


“Not yet,” I said. “Choose another wish. 


She chose another wish from the bucket and giggled. “This wish is from 


Sophia. She wants to hold your testicles in her hand.” 
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I gave a look of surprise. Sophia looked at me with her honest blue eyes. 
Then she said “I saw Ruth write her three wishes ... I had expected the loin 
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cloth would be off by now. 


I gave out a sigh. Well, Sophia just let the cat out of the bag telling me that 
Ruth’s wishes were to see me bare. I wondered what the other women’s 
wishes were in the bucket. Sophia’s wish was a bit too bold for me, but it 


was a legitimate wish. What could I do but accede? 
“Can I ask why?” I was curious. 


“I never have held a man’s balls. I have always wanted to. They're kind of 
funny things. Where you boys make sperm ... ” She giggled when she said 
‘sperm.’ I chuckled too because she said the word with a thick Slavic 


accent. She could lay it on thick when she wanted to. And she wanted to. 


“I won't take off the loin cloth ... but you should be able to hold me in your 
hand.” Sophia strode forward and then stood in front of me. She had her 
back to the others who were watching her and me closely. They wondered 
what I was going to do. Ruth stepped forward then Jessi as well. My artist 
friend stayed beside the sculpture and continued working. I could see she 


was Starting to work on my head. 


The three women just stood there in front of me. Jessi just stood there 


glassy eyed and swaying. She was evidently drunk. I could feel Ruth’s 
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heavy and hot breath against my stomach. As Sophia stood nearest to me I 
pulled aside the bottom of the loin cloth and they fell into view. I held the 
top of the loin cloth close to my body so that nothing else fell into view. I 
felt very warm between my legs. My testicles were responding to the sexual 


tension of the moment. 


“Look at them, they're huge” said Ruth gleefully. Ruth was reaching for 
them when Sophia swatted her hand away. “It’s my wish. You’ll have to 
wait your turn!” Sophia reached up with her right hand and held them at the 
tip of her fingers. She was thrilled. “They are so big, and so soft.” She 
began to giggle them about with her fingers. “They’re not balls at all.” 


“They aren't spheres if that is what you mean.” I responded. 


“They have a different shape altogether.” She used her fingers to find their 
shape. “And they’re hanging from something.” 


“Ouch.” I flinched. “Don’t squeeze.” I reached down and touched her hand. 
“It'll hurts. The things they’re hanging from are the veins and the sperm 


ducts.” 


“So these are your family jewels.” Sophia face shone as she looked up at 


me. “You boys are so funny...” 


“T could say the same things about you girls.” I countered. 
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“Really ...” It was Jessi piping in. “In what way I may ask? Your sex is 


ridiculous and on top of it all, you have hair all over your body like a gorilla. 
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“Ridiculous!” I knew she was playing with me, so I decided to play along. 


“You think I am a gorilla?” 


“Well. You have you own banana!” The four women laughed when she said 
thisWhat she said made me feel so trivial and silly. I stood there silent with 
the four of them just mocking me. . I nearly reacted in a primal manner. I 
fought the urge to tear off my loin cloth with my own hand and swing back 
and forth like a gorilla, grunting like a primate. It would have been 
hilarious, but 1f I did that I would lose all respect in their eyes and then the 
evening would take a turn to the ludicrous. Perhaps this is what Jessi wanted 
me to do? Perhaps this is what she did with her husband ...me Jane, you 
gorilla? Instead I just rubbed my hand across my chest, across the curls of 


my hair. My nipples started to grow hard and the women saw that. 


“Yes, so but so beautifully ridiculous.” Jessi started to laugh. “What do you 
think about that?” 


Out numbered four to one and surrounded I still felt the need to defend what 
I am to what she is. “Sure, on a boy everything is on the outside. It all 
sticks out. That’s what a boy is all about. In a girl it’s all mysterious and 
hidden away. When a boy and a girl get together the outside meets the 


inside, pure and simple.” 
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“It’s neither pure ... and it aint simple ... believe me!” Jessi was enjoying 


herself. “You boys have it easy. Try pushing a baby into the world ... ha... 


“I am actually envious.” 


“Envious? You never have to have a period and bleed all over the place.” 


Jessi was getting a bit too graphic for me. 


“Yes ... but I will never bring a new life into the world either.” I looked 
straight into her eyes. I detected a sense of dignity in her. “Yes, I am very 


envious.” 


All along while Jessi and I had been jesting Sophia had continued with her 
fun. All this talk about babies had gotten me aroused. And Sophia’s 


manhandling was also beginning to tickle me. 
“They’re moving,” Sophia explained removing her hand, “all by 
themselves.” She watched them closely. “Do they have a mind of their 


own?” 


“They do. I am getting aroused ... when a man gets aroused they move 


close into the body.” 


“Then what happens?” Sophia was amused beyond words. 
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“Well ...” Jessi had a Cheshire cat smile on her face. “If he gets too aroused 
you know exactly what will happen.” I was beginning to take to Jessi not 
only because she had a great sense of humor, but because in her inebriated 


state she was all but uninhibited. . 


Sophia stepped in and said “Maybe we should arouse him and see what 


happens?” 


That was too much for Ruth. “Come on show us the rest. Take it all off.” It 


was Ruth again being impatient. 


“Sophia ... can I touch them too?” It was Jessi. 


“Ask him.” Sophia responded. 


I looked down at Jessi and shook my head. Both Ruth and Jessi got upset. 


“It was her wish!” I responded. 


As I did this Sophia brought her fingers to her nose and smelled them. 


“Mmmmm.” 


“That's not fair!” It was Ruth acting like a spoiled child again. I could see 
she was more angry at Sophia, than she was at me. Ruth had already argued 
with Jessi and I could see her next picking a fight with Sophia and so I 


reconsidered. “Ok ... but one at a time.” 
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Ruth’s hand had my testicles in them in the blink of an eye. She was quite 
forceful and I had to tell her more than once not to be so rough with me. I 
could tell something else was going on with her because her hand started to 
move up my body. She was not merely trying to touch that part of me that 
was still hidden away. She was trying to catch it with her thumb so that she 
could drag it into view. I stepped back from Ruth. “That's enough. You 
will have to wait a bit longer before you will see all of me.” Ruth just stood 
there with her hand in the air wondering if she should try to manhandle me 


some more. 


Jessi reached up for me. “My turn,” she said. What she did was unexpected. 
She stroked me like one would pet a cat with the back of her hand. No one 
had ever done anything like that to me before. I could tell you my knees 


went weak in a mere three seconds. 


I let out a giant sigh. “Feel’s good ehhh.” Jessi knew exactly what she was 
doing. Then as suddenly as she started, Jessi stopped and walked away 
giggling. “Don’t forget I am married and have two kids ... I know all about 
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men. 


My artist friend who had been silently watching her three friends interjected. 
“Let's get back to the sculpture. I have started with his head.” 


Saved by the bell. I started to put myself back into my loin cloth. I suddenly 


felt very gold and rubbed my arms to warm them. 
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“If you want to step off the pedestal and wrapped yourself in a robe you can 
sit and keep yourself warm as we work on your head.” I stepped off the 
pedestal, this time wrapping myself in the green robe and then draw a chair 
to in front of the armature, put a blanket down on the floor to keep my feet 
warm and then sat, wrapping my legs in the blanket. For added measure my 
artist friend poured me another cup of tea which I drank as I sat for them. I 
warmed up slowly. Several times I looked over at the hors d’oeuvre tray 


thinking I might snag something to eat. 


Here I was dressed in nothing more than a loin cloth in a room full of randy 
women, cold and hungry and wondering “what the hell am I doing here?” 
When my artist friend asked me to come and sit for this birthday party it 
seemed like a good idea at the time. But now that I have been here for half 
the night I felt differently. I was tired. I was tired of them, I was tired of the 
whole art thing. And what would I really get out of this. A piece of cake 


and much embarrassment. 


As I thought this, I looked up and saw that Sophia was studying my visage 
very closely. She had a concern written all over her face. Perhaps she was 
reading my thoughts. I looked over at the hors d’oeuvre tray and she 
followed my eyes. Then she turned and lifted the hors d’oeuvre tray, walked 


over to me and offered me what was left on it. 


“Do you read minds?” I asked her as I picked up several of the left-overs 


and began to munch them. 
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Sophia had her back turned to the others. She leaned forward and 
whispered into my ear “I can see you are tired, cold and dejected.” I nodded. 


“When you are ready to leave ... I will rescue you.” I winked at her. 


“What are you two up to?” It was Ruth at it once again. I was getting rather 
tired of Ruth’s mannerisms. It was as if I had known her forever, and I 
wondered how the rest of the evening would drag out. We allnow knew why 
she had no boy friend. She acted like a shrew and that would push any man 
away, even a kind-hearted one. Not even good sex, which I doubt she could 
ever deliver, could keep a man close to her, not even a casual friend with 


benefits ... 


Sophia put her hand on her shoulder. “Hold on just a little longer ... it will 
be worth your while.” I looked up at her as she said this and understood. 


She had chosen her special wish. 


Sophia walked back with the empty tray and I munched on the remnants. 
One had foie gras on it. Another had what I think was anchovy paste. The 
third one had mayonnaise with a thin slice of cucumber on it and the last of 
the four was the last remaining cracker with caviar on it. I fought the urge to 
have another piece of birthday cake. In fact I hadn’t even finished the first 
piece. The sugar would probably set me to sleep ... I had inherited all the 
bad genes in my family including a disposition to type two diabetes, 


something I was working very had to avoid. 
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The minute hand on the clock marched towards ten o’clock and another 
wish. The wish was picked from the bucket and lo and behold it was one of 


mine. “Each woman is to recount a lusty limerick ...” 

I smirked as she read my wish. “Who wants to go first?” 
“T will,” said Jessi. 

There once was a young girl named Anna 

a randy lass who liked to reveal 

with her curtains not that well drawn 

for all to see, standing bare as a fawn 


the neat trick she did with a banana ...” 


Jessi emphasized the world banana. She was so pleased with herself and 


thought her limerick all so clever. 


“Not bad. I have never heard that one. Will you write it down for me ... I 


collect bawdy limericks.” 


“Maybe later ...” Jessi was probably in not state of being to be left with a 


sharp object like of pencil. 


“Who's next?” I looked at the other three women. 
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Ruth started without being asked. “While we are on the subject of bananas, 


here is a limerick I learned in boarding school.” 

“There was a fruit vendor from Havana ...” Ruth started. 

I smiled for she was reciting a very common and well known limerick. 
Who screwed a girl on top of a player piano 

Then at the height of her fever 

Her backside hit the start lever 


Lo and behold, there went his banana. 


Ruth started to chuckle. She ignored the others and was looking at me for 


approval. 
“Not bad ... not bad at all.” I paused for a few seconds then said, “can we 
stop talking about bananas for the moment?” I turned to look at the two 


women who were next. My artist friend ushered Sophia to go next. 


“This is one my grandfather use to recite to me in Russian when I was young 


girl.” 


“Y our grandfather?” I queried. She nodded. 


There was a young girl from Cape Snog 


Who thought babies were gifts from God 
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But ‘twas not the Almighty 
who one night drew up her nightie 


It was Gabriel, the archangel, from next door. 


We all laughed. “That's different ... and your grandfather told you this?” 


Sophia nodded. “This was my grandfather way of telling me how not to get 
into trouble. The first time he told me I was maybe five years old. He was 


giving me a bath at the time.” 


“A bath? And where was your grandmother?” I asked her. 


“My grandmother died of a heart attack when I was four. I use to take the 
train from Moscow and spend part of my summers in the Urals with my 
grandfather. It was a two day train ride. My grandfather and I were very 


close.” 


“I can see that. If you let him bathe you ... 


“He was my mother’s father. He raised two daughters, my mother and my 
aunt. I even sometimes scrubbed his back when he was taking a bath. He 
had a giant wooden tub that he would set outside in the country air ... you 
should try a bath in the wild sometime. It’s wonderful.” She smiled broadly 


as she said this. 
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I could imagine the loveliness of her happiness to escape the big city and 
spend the summer time with her grandfather in the wilds of the country side. 


“Did you take the train all by yourself?” 


Sophia nodded. “I enjoyed spending my summers with him in the Urals. 
My grandfather helped me grow up. He could always explain the things 
about life that I had a hard time understanding. My parents were always too 
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busy and were no help to me. 


“That must have been wonderful, summers in the mountains with your 
grandfather.” When I was a boy my parents sometimes sent me to the 
country for a week or two to an uncle”s farm. I grew up rather quickly as a 
result. My grandfather once told me he did the same for my father when he 


was my age. 
“Sometimes I didn’t even dress and I ran through the fields naked. He didn’t 
mind until my breasts came and I started to have my period. Then he said it 
was time to stop acting like a child. I miss the baths.” 

“Not like Heidi in the alps.” Jessi said. 

“Heidi?” Sophia answered. “Never heard of her ...” 


“You ve never heard of Heidi?” Ruth exclaimed. 


Sophia shook her head. 
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“Do you still visit your grandfather, now that you are all grown up?” I 


asked. 


“No. I have not seen him since I came to Canada. I don’t travel much to 
Russia.” She stopped for a split second then continued but in a more somber 
tone. “Unfortunately, my grandfather died last winter. He went out of his 
house to get fire wood and got lost in a blizzard. He could not find his way 
back in the storm. He froze to death. They didn’t find him until the thaw in 


the spring.” 


“How awful.” I was surprised by the naturalness of her tone. 


“That's the way things are in Siberia. I wondered if he had decided it was 
time to die. My mother wrote me that my grandfather knew he had lung 
cancer and that he wouldn't last to the summer.” She stopped and the room 
went perfectly silent. We all looked at Sophia and felt sadness for her. She 
looked down at the ground. I could see she was someone who showed her 


emotions readily. 


“We still have one more limerick do we?” It was Jessi who broke the 


silence. We turned to face my artist friend. 


“Here”s one for you, with no bananas ...” 


With a man a young mother begat 
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Cute triplets named Pat, Nat and Tat 
‘twas fun in the breeding, 
Tough in the birth and feeding. 


But I haven't a spare tit for Tat! 


We all giggled. Then Ruth turned to me and said “and you? Do you have a 


limerick for us?” 


I pushed back. “It was my wish to hear you four recite some bawdy 


limericks.” 

“Come on ...” Ruth was most insistent. 
Jessi joined in. “You must know a few.” 
“T do.” I smiled. “Ok ... here goes.” 
“There was a young Irish lad named Aenus 
The Irish lasses knew he had a big p...s 

So they all stood in line 

Each to enjoy their huge find 


But like a pencil they soon whittled him down.” 


“How silly.” It was Ruth. “How utterly silly.” The other women enjoyed 


the humor. 
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“That's what a limerick is supposed to be,” I pushed back. “Silly ... utterly 
silly.” 


“You're not Irish are you?” Ruth quirped back. “And you don’t have a 
huge ...” 


“Ruth!” It was my artist friend. “Behave yourself.” 

“But he doesn’t ...I’ve seen it.” 

“No you haven't,” I pushed back. “And if you continue like acting like a 
little girl you won't! How old are you? Three or thirty?” A sour expression 


broke across her face. 


Ruth started to cry and ran to the bathroom. My artist friend followed her. 


The rest of us just stood around. 


“She’s always been like that for as long as I have known her,” said Sophia. 


“Her boyfriends never last past two or three months,” said Jessi. 


“I can see why. Why is she so negative?” I inquired. 


“Her mother is like that. Her father left when she was three.” It was Jessi 


again. “I don’t think she has had a father figure in her life and so she 


doesn’t even begin to understand men.” 
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“We try to help her understand, but she is stubborn and doesn’t listen,” 


Sophia remarked. “We are tired of introducing her to men ...” 


“Or trying to get her laid ...” Jessi said this solemnly. “If we could find a 
man to get her pregnant then maybe she could be content with being a single 
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mom. 


“With her attitude, where is she going to find a man to ... father her baby?” 


Sophia wondered aloud. 


“Do you think she could manage that?” I wondered aloud. “Being a single 


mother and all?” 

“Probably not.” said Jessi. “She figures all she needs is to open her legs 
wide and let someone furrow her groove, and plant their seed.” Jessi was 
looking at me intently. 


“And she figures that it will be me.” I shook my head. 


“That's why she wants to take you home with her.” Sophia admitted. “She 
figures it is part of her birthday gift.” 


“Not interested!” I shook my head. “Not interested in the least. Get some 


other man ... not me.” 
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“You need to tell her that.” Jessi blurted out, midway through a sip of her 


wine. 

“Why ... why should I have to tell her that? It’s a ridiculous belief to begin 
with to think that I would want to father a child with her. My artist friend 
asked me to come this evening to sit as an artist model, not to end up as 


someone”s male concubine.” 


“Oh boy.” Jessi finished her wine. “Your clothes are in the bathroom aren't 


they?” 


I nodded. 


“So we can't make a quick get-away.” Sophia said. 


“We?” Jessi looked over at Sophia. 


“I offered to drive him home,” Sophia responded. 


“Oh Ruth will like that!” Jessi spat the words out. 


“You have two children don’t you Jessi?” She nodded. “So you know what 


being a mother is all about.” 


“Boy do I ever!” She began to pour herself another glass of wine. 
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“Could you manage without your husband?” I asked. 


She shook her head. “He's a slob and all, but he does bring home the bacon. 


I couldn’t work full time and also look after my little ones.” 


“How old are your children?” I asked. 


“My daughter is four and a half, and my son is about to turn two.” She 
smiled proudly. 


“How do you manage?” 


“I stay home during the week and look after my two kids. I work part time 
on the weekends. My hubby looks after the children on the weekends.” 


“And Ruth does she work full time?” I asked. 


“Six days a week.” Sophia answered, “but she lives in an apartment that she 
owns and has tons of money in the bank. She inherited the apartment from a 


spinster aunt.” 


“She could be a stay at home mother ... but the issue is not finances, it’s her 
emotional state. You're right about her acting like a child. Her mother 
never gave her the freedom to grow up. It has only been this last year that 


she has finally lived on her own.” 
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I nodded my head in understanding. “So now she wants to get on with her 


life.” 


Both Jessi and Sophia nodded in agreement. 


My artist friend reappeared. “She wants to see you,” she said looking over 


at me. 

“Oh boy,” I said out loud. “I am not going in the bathroom alone with her.” 
“You did with Sophia,” Jessi said. 

“We can trust Sophia to act like an adult,” I retorted. “You, yourselves tell 
me that Ruth acts like a child.” I looked over at my artist friend, pleading 
with my eyes. She nodded. We both walked to the bathroom and just before 


I walked through the bathroom door I pulled my robe tightly closed. 


Ruth looked up at the two of us. “I want to be alone with him.” I shook my 


head and turned to my friend and said “please stay.” 


Ruth turned to the mirror and went all flush with anger. “Don’t you trust me 


to be alone with me?” 


She looked at me in the mirror. I shook my head. 


“Why not?” Her voice was angry. 
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“I think you want to jump me. I know you want a baby ...” 


She turned her head and scowled at me. “Who told you this?” 


“Y our friends did,” I said emphatically. 


“My friends!” Ruth looked at my artist friend and I said “yes your friends 


Jessi and Sophia. They are worried about you..” 


“What if I want a baby, why should that matter to them?” She took a step 


towards me. 


I sighed. “You know if a man takes a woman against her will it is called 


rape. What if a woman takes a man against his will ... what is that called?” 
“It's different!” Ruth retorted. 

“Is it?” I pushed back. “I came tonight here tonight because my friend 
asked me to sit as an artist’s model. If I knew I was expected to impregnate 
the birthday girl I would have stayed home.” 


Ruth started to cry. “You don’t like me!” 


Boy was this childish I thought. “No one said that ...” I tried to assuage her. 


But I was not convincing. She continued to cry. 
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My artist friend tried to console her. “Perhaps I should leave.” I started to 


collect my clothes. 


Ruth realized that I meant not merely to step out of the room but to leave the 


atelier. “Please,” she said. “Don’t go.” 


My artist friend piped up, “we haven't finished the sculpture yet. Stay for 
another hour.” I looked at her. “Please.” I scowled, nodded and set my 


clothes back down. 

Ruth was drying her tears. 

“Let talk with Ruth alone for a few minutes.” My artist friend looked over 
at Ruth and gave her a motherly frown then left the two of us alone in the 


bathroom. 


I thought a little ‘brotherly advice’ to Ruth would be in order. “You’re still 


quite young to be a mother. What's the rush?” 


“Tam thirty!” Ruth blurted out. “ I am getting old.” 


“Are you physically ready to have a baby? Have you seen your doctor and 


has he told you you're ready to carry another life in you for nine months. 


After all, this isn’t just about you, it’s about another life too.” 
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“What would you know about this.” Ruth was cutting in her words. 


“Enough ... it’s mostly about common sense. Even us dumb boys can 
understand what's going on.” Her head shot sideways when I said dumb. I 
emphasized the word dumb to mock her. In the short time I have known her 
I knew she did not like to be mocked. Perhaps it was a mannerism her 


mother used with her. 


“T have sibling who have children. I am an uncle to these children.” 


Ruth turned to me and asked me “Do you have a girlfriend? How come you 


don’t have kids of your own?” 


I looked at her for a few seconds trying to sort out even if I was going to 
answer her questions, let alone how I would answer them if I decided to. I 
decided two white lies are in order. “Yes I have a girl friend (in fact I was 


between commitments) and I am probably infertile (a rather big white lie).” 


She ignored the first answer and focused on the second. “Infertile?” 


“I have chronic neck and back problems. The chronic pain probably 
prevents my testicles from doing their jobs.” She did not look all that 
convinced so I continued. “Besides my doctor tells me that all the ibuprofen 
I take causes something known as hypogonadism ... a condition where 
sperm isn't being produced. And if by chance they are being produced 
would they be healthy sperm?” 
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“Oh,” her face softened. She understood what I meant by ‘would they be 
healthy?” 


“If my chronic pain ever goes away and if I ever get off the pain killers then 


things will probably go back to normal.” 


“I see.” For the first time this evening she showed sympathy on her visage. 


“If you took me home tonight and expected me to father a child ... odds are 
I would be shooting blanks.” Again, another white lie, but is was serving its 
purpose. In fact, all this attention was causing my testicles to tingle with 


arousal. 


“Let's go finish the sculpture,” I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. 
I doffed my robe and draped it over my arm. “When you are ready come 
and tug on the ribbons.” I looked down at the ribbons when I said this, and 
so did she. 


I walked over to the door and looked back at her. She seemed a totally 
different person. She seemed not so nervous and not so insistent. “I will be 


there in a minutes. Thank you.” 


I walked back to the others and said “things are fine. She’ll be back in a 


moment.” 
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“You’ll be staying then,” Jessi asked inquisitively. 
I nodded. “And we’ll finish the sculpture together.” 


I got up onto the pedestal and took up my pose. The women milled about 
quietly wondering what would happen when Ruth returned. They would not 


have long to wait. 


When Ruth reappeared she looked calm and composed. She stopped in front 
of me and looked up. “Doesn't he look beautiful?” she asked. It was a 
rhetorical question and so no one responded. Without looking at anyone else 
she slowly brought her hands up to my hips. I could see her hands were 
shaking. I could feel her warmth of her hands against my hips. She looked 
up into my eyes and I nodded and well ... with a big smile on her face she 


tugged at the ribbons and out I popped, David in all his glory. 


The other women started to clap and Ruth turned around to them proudly 


held up the loin cloth. 


“Happy Birthday,” they all said to her. I just stood there looking out into the 


distance, with the towel over my shoulder and a smile on my face. 


Ruth turned back and admired me affectionately. Her head was blocking the 
view of the others and so she knew she had me all to herself. As she marvel 
at my immodesty I could feel the throb of my heart amplified by the best of 


me. Then without saying a sound she places a warm hand on my stomach 
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just above my groin and whispered “thank you ... thank you for 


understanding.” 


With those words Ruth turned around and joined her friends and together 
they crafted the most challenging parts of their sculpture of me and perhaps, 
in their eyes, the most memorable. I stood there naked and unabashed and 


wondered what women saw in the most intimate character of men. 


I understood how I viewed the intimacy of women, it was three fold, first the 
curves, and softness of them (something you don’t see in the angular 
roughness of men), second their breasts which I marvel, and envy to be 
perfectly honest, and finally there is their source de vie, those soft and 
inviting folds that snatches a man inside them and elicits the most 


remarkable ecstasy from woman and man alike. 


Out of the blue Sophia asked me, “what are you thinking?” 


“Why do you ask?” I was curious. 


“It's just that you are naked here in front of us and you have a calm 


expression on your face.” Sophia was honest in her asking. 


“I was wondering what the four of you possibly see in me standing as I am 
on this pedestal? The women laughed together. Their response was as if I 


had asked a joke. 
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“Y ou must be joking,” said Jessi. “My panties are wet through and through, 
and you're making my day.” I was not surprised to hear Jessi be so candid 
for I knew she was four sheets to the wind and lacked any inhibitions. 
“Imagine how you’d feel if you were doing a sculpture and I was the one up 


there on the pedestal, bare naked.” 


I looked down at the pedestal and said “you know there is room for two up 


here.” 


“Do you want company?” I nodded, curious to see what would happen next. 
My artist friend, Ruth and Sophia all tried to dissuade her both Jessi was 
determined. She took off the smock and handed it to my artist friend, 
unbuttoned the front of her dress, stepped out of it and tossed it at Ruth. All 
Jessi had on now were her nylons, panties and shoes. She kicked off her 
shoes and started for the pedestal. When she got to the foot of the pedestal 


she skinnied out of her nylons so that only her panties remained. 


“Sophia,” I said, “can you help her up.” Sophia stepped forward and 
grabbed Jessi by her hips and helped her up on the pedestal. There was 
barely enough room for the two of us, but there the two of us stood. I looked 
her up and down and saw a middle aged woman with a few extra pounds on 


her but still desirable in all measures. 


Jessis started to wobble a bit and so she wrapped her arms around me. “If 
we fall down, we go down together ... Oh ...” she giggled “you know what I 


mean.” 
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“T think I do.” I held onto her with my left arm around her hip. Her hip was 
pressed right up against mine. “Perhaps you should keep your panties on, 
for modesty’s sake.” 

“Hell no ...” she started to work them off her hips with her left hand. 

“Won't your hubby get angry?” I asked diplomatically. 

“He”ll never know will he?” She looked up into my eyes as she said this. 
Then she turned and looked at her friends, “ ... because no one will tell 
him.” Then she kicked her panties across the room with her left foot. We 
nearly fell off the pedestal as she did this. 


“Careful now ...” I had to steady the both of us. 


“There. That's better.” She smiled warmly as she said this. “I like you. 


You are the most beautiful man I have ever seen.” 


I decided to humor her and parroted back, “I like you too. You are one the 


most beautiful women I have ever seen.” 


“You don’t think I am too fat.” 


I shook my head. 
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“You don’t think my breasts sag too much?” 


I looked down at her beautiful breasts and shook my head a second time. 


She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “Where were you ten years 


ago when I was looking?” 


“Still in high school ...” 


“Boy ... you're young,” she said loud enough for everyone to hear. Then 


she whispered into my ear, ‘do you have a girl friend?” 


I understood what she was asking me and so I leaned forward and whispered 


into her ear “not at the present time, what do you have in mind?” 

She whispered “don’t forget to leave me your telephone number ...” 

“What are you too misfits up to?” It was Ruth once again the birthday girl. 
Jessi glared at Ruth and said “he’s a naught boy. He’s talking dirty to me.” 

I pushed back and said “she started it.” Together both Jessi and I laughed to 
our own private joke. Then Jessi stepped in front of me on the pedestal so 


that the best of me was touching the best of her. She whispered into my ear 


“doing something next Saturday lunchtime?” 
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I whispered into her ear “I take it you have plans for us.” She nodded. 
“I wonder if one of us should get off the pedestal before we both topple off.” 


Jessi started to step back down the pedestal holding closely to me as she did 
this. I had to work hard to keep both of us from tumbling off. As her lips 
passed my intimate place she placed a kiss on the best of me so carefully that 
only she and I knew she had done this. Oh my god, I thought. I now 
understood why she had drunk so much. She wanted a reason to get crazy 
and connect with me. I had gotten an angle on why Sophia craved intimacy, 


and also why Ruth did. Now I wondered why Jessi craved intimacy. 


I imagine it was not unheard of for a wife to lose interest in her husband 
after the birth of their children. Perhaps it had something to do with the pain 
and personal suffering a mother goes through when she gives birth to a 
child. Pushing a big baby out of a small orifice sounds like anguish. 
Perhaps it is because of the long hours of changing diapers and breast 
feeding and the worry when the little one is not well. Having babies must 
drive a wedge between woman and man, mother and father, wife and 


husband. It must also profoundly change the sexuality of the woman. 
I could see Jessi wanting to be fancy free again. I could also see her wanting 


to be reminded how incredibly beautiful she is. Her home was perhaps no 


longer the place for such tributes. Sad I thought. 
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“There you are being philosophical again.” It was Sophia who said this. 1 
looked down and saw the three women helping Jessi back into her clothes. 
“What were you thinking?” 


Jessi looked up at me as Sophia asked. 


I smiled. I could not tell them the truth could I. So I decided to tell them my 


theory of Genesis. “Do you know why God created woman after man?” 


“No ... I don’t,” Sophia said. 


“She learned from her mistakes ... and won an award for the creation of 


woman.” 


“You are a real philosopher,” sniggered Jessi. 


“So you are a mistake?” Ruth exclaimed. 


“Born on a wednesday morning. You tell me.” 


“Everything looks perfect where I am standing,” responded Jessi. “What a 


view. Can I take you home and set you up in my living room, 


permanently?” 


“Won't your kids be offended?” I teased her. 


Art & Eros Volume Five Page 247 Summer 2021 


“They're too young to know any better. Besides my daughter and son share 


their baths together. It’s not as if they haven't seen it all.” 


“You’re husband would probably get out the garden snips.” I continued 


with the tease. 


“You know ... I think he would!” Jessi made a pair of snips with her fingers 


and said “snip ... snip... snip ...” 

I covered myself with my hands. 

“Awww ... it’s a bit late to get bashful isn’t it,” Ruth said. 

I left my hands where they were. “Let’s finish off the sculpture. I am getting 
cold and all this drama is tiring me out.” The four women walked back to 
the sculpture and only when they had picked up their tools and began to 
work did I uncover myself. 

“I don’t remember David being so prominent,” Ruth joked. 

I decided to tell her why. “The thought of snip ... snip ... snip is a 
subconscious arousal for men. Just the thought is enough to elicit a want to 


have one last moment of ecstasy ... before being robbed of it forever.” 


“Aha ....” Jessi said. “That explains it.” 
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“Explains what?” After asking I suddenly regretted I had. 


“My husband now likes to be tied down and well ...” 


“Well what ..” Ruth asked her. 


“Be cuckolded ...” Jessi said. 


“Cuckolded?” Ruth asked. Even I did not know what that meant. 


“He wants me to tie his balls up and that arouses him so much it’s like a 


99 


champagne bottle popping its cork ... but ...” I smiled, for I now 


understood what it meant. 


“but what?” Ruth asked. 


“He doesn’t mind that its killing his sperm ...” Jessi said dejectedly. “He 


says two kids are enough.” 


I had to ask. “And what do you think ...” 


“Huh?” 


“About two are enough ...” I looked at her. 
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“T like being a mother ...” It was an enigmatic response. “I don’t really want 
to have sex anymore with my husband. He's gotten a bit too weird for me in 


bed.” 


“Maybe we should leave things at that,” Sophia interjected. I smiled. Yes, I 
think we should, I thought looking at Jessi, for now at least. 


For a few minutes there was quiet in the room. They were busy trying to 
sculpt that part of me that was soft and intricate. I tried to think of 


something else and not on what they were doing. 


In perhaps another five more minutes my artist friend set down her sculpting 


12 


tool and said “voila, c’est fini 
I did not ask for permission but merely stepped off the pedestal and put on 
my robe. Then I walked over to the sculpture and smiled. It was finished 


and it looked very much like me. 


“It’s wonderful,” I said. “Happy Birthday Ruth.” I leaned forward and 


kissed her on the cheek and the other women followed suit. 


“I think I will go get dressed now.” 


“Don’t duck out the back door,” said Jessi. 


“I won't.” I said back. 
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Ruth stepped forward and gave me a big hug pressing her breasts against 


me. “Thank you for being our model.” I smiled when I heard her say “our.” 


When she let me go I said “while I am next door you might want to put your 


bras back on ... or not.” 


The women looked at each other and shook their heads, giggling together. 


My artist friend said, “despite a few little dramas, this evening turned out 


good at the end.” 


“It did, didn’t it. If you want me to sit for another birthday party just ask.” I 


said warmly. 


“You would do that?” Jessi retorted. 


“For you, my artistic wench ... I would do anything.” When I called her a 


wench her face went bright red. 


“Now look what you have done. I am blushing like a young school girl.” 


“Do I have that effect on you?” She nodded her response. “I am glad.” 


I turned and walked to the bathroom, closed the door behind me and started 


to dress. I took my time. I was not in a hurry, to be perfectly frank. I 
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wanted my artist friend to wrap the sculpture up and help walk it to Ruth’s 
car. I also wanted Jessi to catch a ride with Ruth so that it freed Sophia 
entirely for the rest of the evening. I still owed Sophia her unique wish and I 


didn’t want anyone else to find that out. 


In my heart I knew Ruth would be content to go home with her sculpture 
instead of with me. I had made it clear to her she cannot have me — that I am 
not a male concubine. Ruth could probably handle this night alone now that 


her birthday party has been such a success. 


There was a knock at the door. “Are you coming out?” It was my artist 
friend. I opened the door wide and nodded. “They want to thank you for 


being our model.” 


I followed her back into the atelier. The four women were waiting for me. 
They let Ruth go first. She stepped forward and gave me a big hug. “Thank 
you.” Since she had not put her bra back on when she pressed against me I 
could feel the fullness of her bosom. She would have no trouble feeding her 
babies I thought ... now if only she could find a man and settle down. “Will 


I see you again?” 


“It’s a small world ... “ I did not want to say more lest she ask me for my 
telephone number. “Our friend here,” I pointed to my artist friend, “knows 


how to get in touch with me.” 
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I said this loud enough for the four of them to hear, including Jessi who I 
know wanted my number. But I did not even want to give it to her, for some 
reason. I had seen her drunk, I figured I needed to see her sober to see if I 
could trust her to be my friend. Ruth stepped back to let Jessi give me a hug. 
Jessi sort of stumbled forward and fell into my arms. “The second time you 
have saved me from toppling over.” I lifted her up and she gave me a big 
hug too. I had seen her breasts and were surprised that in the viewing they 
seemed larger than in the hugging. Mental note to myself — size 1s relative 


to the perceiving. 


In her own way Jessi was trying to entice me to be her friend. She 


whispered “my number is 604 — 929-4231 ... what's yours?” 


I looked at her directly. “When is your birthday?” I whispered to her. 


She looked at me and understood immediately. “In a month and a bit ... 


“Well then let’s meet here again in a month and a bit shall we?” 


Jessi nodded. “Ruth’s driving her home,” my artist friend said almost as if 


she was reading my mind. 


“That's good. Let me help you clean up?” I said this as a way of pushing 
Ruth and Jessi on their way and it worked. In less than a minute they were 


out the door and on their way. 
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“That was clever,” Sophia said. 


“I have my moments.” I quirped back. I started to pick up some of the 


refuse and throw it into the garbage can. 


“Yes he does ...” said my artist friend. “You made Ruth very happy today 


and will make Jessi an excellent birthday surprise ...” 

“Some surprise,” Sophia retorted. 

“Sophia, trust me, Jessi will be counting down the days to her “surprise” 
birthday party,” my artist friend said in annoyance. “Don't you see how 
unhappy she is?” 


Sophia nodded. You're right.” 


“I can finish cleaning up.” My artist friend said. “Sophia says she will drive 


you home.” 


I nodded and gave my artist friend a good night hug. “This was lots of fun.” 


“I can interpret that in many ways. I think there was at least times this 


evening when I figured — that’s it, he’s leaving.” 


“Yes ... at least three times. But I hung in.” 
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More like hung out,” Sophia giggled as she said this. I smiled and nodded to 


her. 


Then I sighed. I was suddenly tired ... very tired. I was also hungry enough 


to eat a horse. “I should have eaten something before I came.” 


“We can stop somewhere to pick you up something to eat when I drive you 


home.” Sophia was being generous. 


“T have some left overs from dinner yesterday that I can heat up and munch 


on.” I was too tired to even want to stop to eat. 


“Better go then.” My artist friend ushered us to the door. “It’s getting late.” 


She then said something in Russian to Sophia. 


I was curious and raised my eyebrows. “I told her to take you right home ... 


and to not be foolish.” 


“Foolish?” 


“Foolish,” she harped back. 


I looked at Sophia and shrugged my shoulders then let her go first through 
the door. 


“Call me tomorrow,” my artist friend said as we stepped into the dark night. 
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The atelier was on a quiet side street a block over from a busy intersection. 
There was a street light at opposite corners of the side streets. I walked 
silently beside Sophia as we walked to her car. It was parked across the 


street one block over. 


I got curious. “Why did you park so far from the atelier?” 


“I didn’t want my ex to know that I was there.” 


“He's being a problem is he?” I was silly asking, for it was evident in her 


need to be so discrete. 


“Even 1f we have broken up, he would still go through the roof seeing me in 
a room with a naked man.” Sophia”s voice was deadpan. “I figured since he 
did not see my car he figured I wasn’t in the atelier. I have been stopping by 


for tea and conversation.” 


We got to her car. It was not what I expected. It was a bright red late model 
VW beetle from the 1980’s. She unlocked the doors and we got in. I had to 
fold myself nearly in half to get through the door but found there was 


enough comfortable room for me once I was seated. 


She started the car and it coughed without starting. He let it sit for five 
seconds and tried again. It almost caught. She let it sit for a few seconds 


more and on the third turn of the key the little beetle sprung into life. It 
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rattled like an old washing machine. She slip the car into reverse and back 
her up, then put her into first gear and guided us skillfully out form the curb 
and into the street. Then she accelerated around a left hand turn screeching 


the tires as she did this. 


“Wow can you drive.” I was impressed. 


“My grandfather taught me how to drive. He also taught me how to fix cars 
too. He had been a mechanic in the Red Army Air force during the Great 
Patriotic War.” You can sense the pride in her voice. “He worked for the 


Trans-Siberian Railway for over forty years after the war.” 


“Must have been a very interesting person your grandfather.” I said this 
trying not to sound scared for she had accelerated to over 100 kilometers per 


hour down the back street. “What's the rush?” 


“You must be very tired.” Sophia looked over at me as she said this. 


“Keep your eyes on the road Sophia!” I tried to hide the panic in my voice 
but I knew I hadn’t. “I don’t have to get up early tomorrow and so I can stay 


up late!” 


She eased back on the accelerator. “That's better.” She took a close right 
turn and in half a block we were at a busy cross street. Without coming to a 


full stop she glanced both ways and threaded us across the street and going 
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west bound in a wide sweeping left turn. I closed my eyes as she did this. I 


just could not watch. 


The fact that I am sharing this story with you means that I survived the drive 
home with Sophia, into the downtown, across the Lions Gate Bridge and 
onto the North Shore. I did not engage her in conversation while she drove 


me thinking that it would be safer if she concentrated entirely on her driving. 


Instead I turned on the radio and put some relaxing music on. “That's 
terrible she said,” taking her eyes off the road and a hand off the steering 
wheel as she struggled to find good music. While she did this we drove a 
Chinese lead line across two lanes of westbound traffic. Thank god at this 
time of night there was not much traffic going either way on Taylor Way. 
She found some classical music and turned her attention back onto her 
driving. Then she gunned it and we raced up Taylor Way, in the process 


probably waking sleepers for miles around. 


“This is some car you have here.” 


She turned and smiled. “You like her do you?” 


“Keep your eyes on the road ... we’ll be turning left at the lights.” I waited 


a second before saying. “The car has character just like its owner.” 


“She keeps on breaking down and I keep on fixing her. My car is sort of 


like a reflection on my life.” 
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“That it has lots of spirit?” I thought something uplifting would be best said. 


She turned and I could see tears welling in her eyes. “I knew there was 


something special about you.” 

“What's that?” 

“You have a kind heart.” She said this choking back emotion. We were 
merging on the high way and so she had to turn away and look over her left 
shoulder. “I like you,” she said without looking at me. 


“I like you too,” I said in return. 


We were now on the Trans Canada highway going West. “Can I ask you 


something?” 


“Sure ... anything.” 


“What is you special wish?” 


She turned and looked at me. “There is something about you that reminds 


me of my grandfather ...” 


“Really!” 
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“Yes ... you have a kind heart just like he did. And you respect and admire 
the beauty of things.” 


“So I am told ... so what is your wish?” I was now very curious. 


She didn’t look at me when she said her wish. Maybe she was worried I 


would say no. 


“It's been a long time since I let someone scrub my back ... and since 


someone let me scrub theirs.” 


I did not say a word but just leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. 
Sophia looked over at me and I nodded. I could see in the dull traffic light 


that tears of happiness began to stream down her face. 


Spaciba ... Spaciba 


She fell asleep around one in the morning in my arms smelling of bath salts 
and roses and dreaming of Siberian meadows. When I awoke next morning, 


it was to the sound of her beetle firing up. 


There was a little note on the night table with a heart and her telephone 
number. I called her later that afternoon and we have been very close 


friends ever since. 
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